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ADVERTISEMENT 



! 

i, A collection of extracts from the Rev. C. H. Spurgeon's 



Sermons published by Messrs. Sheldon, Blakeman & Co., in 
New York, U. S , during the past summer, forms the 
ground- work of this volume. It is not exactly a reprint, 
although their title is retained and their preface subjoined. 
Several passages in the American volume that were drawn 
from his well-known treatise on ‘‘ The Saint and his Saviour-,'^ 
have been omitted here, and their place supplied by a fresh 
and enlarged selection from his weekly sermons. Such an 
alteration is rendered necessary in this country by the copy- 
righ t of the two publications being in the hands of different 
publishers. 

The fame of Mr Spurgeon’s preaching in America, and 
the flattering reception his publications found among a people 
to whom his personal appearance was known only by his 
portrait, and his characteristics of manner were merely the 
subject of conjecture, would of course induce the compilers 
there, to make such extracts as represented the man in the 
greatest diversities of mood, and revealed his tone of 
address in the most copious varities of expression. Their 
judgment is deferred to ; their choice of ^ems (so far as the 
sermons are concerned) is preserved. 
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The Editor anticipates that the Christian public at home 
will appreciate these fragments from The New Park Street 
Ptdjdi'" the better for the long journey they have taken, 
like wine that has been improved by a voyage. First 
issuing forth from the press of this country, and then 
receiving the approval of our brethren beyond the Atlantic, 
they are returned to us with the satisfactory assurance that 
thousands of hearts^hav£ beei^ re strengthened, and 

edified by their perusal. Each sentence may be comparedto 
an arrow thar^vas first shot from the lips of the preacher, 
then gathered up by the short-hand reporter, and sent forth 
in bundles in the printed volumes, then sorted and separated 
beyond the seas, and now once more picked up with their 
points unblunted to be shot forth again with the prayerful 
expectation that they may do fresh execution, sticking fast 
in the hearts of the king’s enemies.” Is the hope too 
sanguine? Are there not many persons, curious respecting 
the preacher’s fame, who will not exercise patience enough to 
peruse a whole Sermon, much less a whole volume of 
Sermons? May there not he some such that will cast their 
eye upon these short random readings, and attracted by the 
puigency of a thought, the smartness of a saying, or the 
palness of an illustration, receive into their hearts the first 
of that truth which shall spring up to their everlastino- 
wel&re? 

€rod grant it may be so, for Jesus’ sake. 

BENJN- WILDON CARR. 


Fdruarp^ 1859 . 


FIIEFACR TO THE AMEliiCAN EOmCiX, 


Tick popularity of Mr. Hpurgonn’ri m»rmorw in fhifi rintnfry 
has been equalled only by the popularity of tlu’ prrarlii^r 
liimsclf in Ins own land. iVIcne ihiin a Imiidred liwii’:^att,d 
volumes of his writings have been already €kcniliiied_.J|iirct 
and the demand for them is constant, showing Ihiit ilie) 
have taken a strong and abiding holt! nptm iht,i pii!»lic mind, 
'i’hoir UHcfulnesH, we have nnison to Imlieve, has beetn in a 
great measures commensurate with their populiirity* 

Tlie call has tmen repeatedly made for a volumii giving 
the characteristics of Mr. Hpurgeon's styks reveiiliiig Itiii 
secrot of hiH inigiity power an a preach er of ^ tp th, willi tlm 
peculiarities of manner whicii arrest the atlention, rouse ilin 
sympathies, cxdtc the admiration* and Irnprefis the fi^eliiiip 
of his vast umUences. This cannot be done by giving 
simply detached sentences from hli sermons. Mr. H|inrgeoii‘ 
Is not remarkable for terseness, nor diies he tlenl in laciiitie 
phrases, lie iaj'hetorieal, descriptive, Ihoving, and gktwdiig, 
Ho blav-es and burns morig’'IIm piitliwity of his sulijrT'l, rising’ 
in flights of imagination, and carrying his hearers iikiiig will; ^ 
him in carncit, overwhelming appeals, llci k |iiingetit iti lit* 
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applications, strong ir* his doctrinal opinions, and powciitil 
in his exhibition of the divine Word. Such a preacher s 
forte is not to be presented in single sentences. We have 
therefore gathered from scores of his sermons many of the 
most striking passages, and set them in these pages, without 
regard to the order of subject, or their relations to each 
iother: a series of earnest thoughts and graphic pictures, 
tall of them revealing the true greatness of the preacher's 
■conceptions, his individuality and strength. No one can 
Iread the first page of this volume without feeling that the 
speaker is no common man. 

The publishers present this selection irom tnc pages of 
Mr. Spurgeon, as a specimen of his happiest thoughts, geni-s 
from his discourses, which will glow in the mind of the 
reader, and quicken in him a desire to read and hear more 
of this remarkable youthful preacher of the unHcarchuldc 
riches of Chnsc. 


EStJS is the, Tnitlu We believe in hinu — 
not merely in his words. Jle, himself is 
Doctor and Doctrine, Revealer and Reve- 
lation, the Illuminator and the Liglit of Men* 
is exalted in every word of truth, hecauHO ho is its 
sum and siibstanco. He sits uIjovo the gospel, like a 
prince on bis own throne. Doctrine is most precious 
when we see it distilling from his lips and embodied 
in Ins person. Sermons are valuable in proportion as 
they speak of him and point to him. A Christless 
gospel is no gospel, and a Cliristless discourse is the 
cause of jnerriment to devils. The Holy Ghost who 
has ever heen our sole instructor, will, we trust, tt'iudi 
us more of Jesus, until we comprehend with all saintep 
what arc the heights, and deptliB, and know the 
love of Christ which passeth knowledge. Jesus, Jestts, 
Jesus, only have we laboured to extol : may the Lord 
liimself succeed our endeavours. 
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F or to me to atid to die is gain. How 

ominously tliosG words follow oucli other in tlio 

text live/’ die.” There is but a cornnia bctwec;n 

them^ and surely as it is in the words so is it in reality* 
How brief the distance between life and death ! In fact 
there is none. Life is but death’s vestibule ; and our 
pilgrimage on earth is but a journey to the grave. 1110 
pulse that preserves our being, beats our death- 
march, and the blood which circulates our life is 
floating it onward to the deeps of death. To-day we 
see our friends in health, to-morrow we hear of tlieir 
decease. We clasped the hand of tlu^ strong man 
but yesterday, and to-day we close liis eyes. We 
rode in the chariot of comfort but ^an hour ago, and 
in a few more hours the last black charh)t must 

convey us to the homo of all living. Oh, imw 

closely allied is death to life ! The lamb that Hportoth 
in the field must soon feel the knife. The ox that 
loweth in the pasture is fattening for the Hlaughtcr. 
Trees do but grow that they may be felled. Yea, 
and greater things than these feel death. Ktnpirc^Hi 

•ise and flourish#-* they flouxdsh but to clccuvvTtli^ 



jse to fall. How often do we take up tlio vcdnme 
)f history, and read of the rise and fall of empires. 
We hear of the coronation and the death of kings. 
3 eath is the black servant who rides behind eiie 

;hariot of life . See life 1 and death is close hi'liijid 
t. Death reacheth far throughout this world, and 
lath stamped all terrestrial things with the broad 
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arrow of the grave. Stars die mayhap ; it is said 
that conflagrations have been seen far off in the 
distant ether, and astronomers have marked the 
funerals of worlds — tlio decay of those mighty orbs 
that wo had imagined set for ever in sockets of 
silvei% to glisten as the lamps of eternity. But, 
blessed be God, there is one place where death is 
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lifers brotlier — where life reigns alone; where 
uve” is not the first syllable which is to be followed 
l)y the next, to die.” There is a land where death- 
knells are never tolled, where wimling-sheets are 
iiever woven, where graves arc never dug. Blest ! 
land beyond the skies I To reach it, we nuist die. i 
But if after death wo obtain a glorioUvS immortality 
our text is indeed true : die is gain .” * 


I AM certain tliou needest no exhortation to love 
thyself: tliine own case will be seen to, thine own 
comfort will be a very primary theme of thine anxiety. 
Thou wilt line thine own nest well with downy feathers, 
if thou canat. There is no need to^hort thee to lovei 
Thou wilt cio that well enougk Well, then J 
as tlip^p, , Jpyest^ th^df, love thy | 

^ is the....,giit_ of Go^* So said 
1 Ifomer of old, wlieu he described it as descending 
from the clouds, and resting on the tents of the warriors 
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around old Troy. And so sang Virgil, -when he spoke 
of Palinurus falling asleep upon the prow of the sliij). 
Sleep is the gift of Crod. We think that we lay our 
heads upon our pillows, and compose our bodies in a 
peaceful posture, and that therefore we naturally and 
necessarily sleep. But it is not so. Sleep, is the gift 
lofGo^ and not a man would close his eyes, did 
inot God’^ut his fingers on his eyelids — did not the 
Almighty send a soft and balmy influence over his 
frame which lulled his thoughts into quiescence, 
making him enter into that blissful state of rest 
ivhich we call sleep. True, there be some drugs and 
narcotics whereby men can poison themselves well 
nigh to death, and then call it sleep; but thc_j]iaip 

i f the healt hy body cometh from the L ord. Ho bestows 
t; he focEst he cradle for u s every nig ht ; ho draws the 
urtain of darkness ; he bids the sun shut up his burning 
yes; and then he comes and says, “Sleep, sleep, my 
hild ; I give theej.1^.” Have you not known what 
it is at times to lay upon your bed and strive to slumber ? 
And as it is said of Darius, so might it be said of you : 
“ The king sent for his musicians, but bis sleep went 
from him.”,. You have attempted it, but you could not 
compass it; it is beyond your power to procure a 
healthy repose. You imagine if you fix your mind upon 
a certain subject until it shall engross your attention, 
you will then sleep; hut you find yourself unable to 
do so. Ten thousand things drive through your brain 
as if the whole earth were agitated before you. You 
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see all tilings yon ever beheld dancing in a wild 
phantasmagoria before your eyes. Yon close your 
eyes, but still you see; and there be things in your 
ear, and head, and brain, which will not let you sleep* 
!t is God alone, who alike seals up the sea-boy’s eyes 
upon the giddy mast, and gives the monarch rest: for 
with all appliances and means to boot, lie could not 
rest without the aid of God. It is God who steeps the 
mind in lethe, and bids us slumber, that our bodies 
may be refreslied, so that for to-morrow’s toil we may 
rise recruited and strengthened. 0 my friends, how 
thankful should we be for sleep. Sleep is the safest 

4, inniiniiitririHi m m 

and moat pleas^aut yf Sleep hatli healed 

more pains of wearied bones than the most eminent 
physicians upon earth. It is the best medicine; tlie 
choicest thing of all the names which are written in 
all the lists of pharmacy. There is notliing like to 
sleep 1 What a mercy it is that it belongs alike to all I 
God does not make sleep the boon of the rich man, he 
does not give it merely to the noble, or the great, m 
that they can keep it as a peculiar luxury for them- 
selves; but he_ bestows, it uppnj^* Yea, if there bo a 
difference, the sleep of the labouring man is sweet, 
wdiother he eat little or much. He who toils, sleeps 
all the sounder for his toil* While luxurious effeini- 
nacy cannot rest, tossing itself from side to side u|> 0 n 
a bed of eider down, the hard-working labourer, with 
his strong and powerful limbs, worn out and tire4 
tibrows himself upon his hard couch and sleeps, and 
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j J friends, how nmch je owe to God tlmf 
he gives yon rest at night. If y. had l 7 • f 

.then T^ije the hh^ If fo, ?? 

iSS sr s r “ 

fr.-i-?-**---'-'; 

)we ought ' appreciate it as 



K>XKo- 


T -" -pottle that 

p^se; there is not ^ hath its 

& hnt accomSir^^'^* 

will nev'STSrihr?™^^^ W and I 


& flatt'eringin t] 

.ciaHy any Christian man to 

(nothing. He made von V ^ blank, and to he a 

P^ rrrl in n(llT'.Li "'r‘^^1 ? and 7 t ^ 

and drawer of water do ^o°d 

. battle for somethmg m this great 


i^t^e^good should dief alas, that 

. ^ .ottt' f Daafli itt'U J 
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the licinlock? Why dost thou touch the tree l)eneath 
whoso spreading branches weariness hath rest? Why 
dost thou wither the flower whose perfinne hath made 
glad the earth ? DeaiJu why do st tho u_ snatch awa y I 
the excellent of t he eart hy (telig!it? || 

If thou wonldest use thine axo^ use it uj>on the cuin-f 
ber-groinids, the trees that draw nourishment^ hut 
afford no fruit; thou mightest he thanked then. But 
why wilt thou cut dowm the cedars, why %vilt tluni fell 
the goodly trees of Lebanon? O Death, %vhy dost 
thou not spare the church? Why must the pulpit ho 
hung in black; why must the missionary station be 
filled with weeping? Why must the pious family lose , 
its priest, and the house its head? ! 

thou at? touch not earth’s holy tlnujg s; thy hand s 
~^po 1Iut^^ Why dost 

hearts of tlie elect? Oh, ' 
stay thou, stay thou ; spare the rightem^ , Death, andt 
take the bad I But no, it must not be ; death comes 
and smites the goodliest of us all. I’ho most generous, 
the most prayerful, the most holy, the most devoted 
must die. Weep, weep, weep, O churcli, for thou 
hast lost thy martyrs ; weep, O church, for thou hast 
lost thy confessors, thy holy men are departed. Howl, 
fir tree, for the cedar hatli fallen, the godly fail, and 
the righteous are cut off. 

But stay awhile; I hear an othe r vpice. Say ye 
thus unto the daughter of ^udah, 'spare ffiy weeping. 
Say ye thus unto the Lord’s flock, cease, cease thy 
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th y martyrs are (k ad, but ^are^a^? 

% ministers are gone^ but they have ascended up. to 
thy Father and to their Father; thy brethren are 
bariei ^the grave, but the archangel’s trumpet shall 
awidze them, and their spirits are even now, vyith 

G ive me the comforts of God, and I can well bear 
the taunts of men. Let me lay my head on the 
b<»>m of Jesus, add I fear not the distraction of care 
aiid trouble. If my God will ever give me the light 
of his smile, and grant his benediction — ^it is enough. 
Come on foes, persecutors, fiends, ay, Apollyon him- 
/ielfi for the Lord God is my sun and shield.” Gra- 
I tiler, ve clouds, and envuon : 


fhbw, wind of the frozen north, I have a ^re of living 
jeod wUMn; yea, death, slay me, but I have another 
life — a life in the light of God’s countenance. 

D espise the world, rate its jewel s at ajlow 
estimate its gems as paste, and its 
as dreams. Think not that thou shalt 
lose pl^smre, hut rather remember the s aying 
Contemn riches, and thou shalt be 

ii Mgt M juiies^ and thou ^ ^ co nqueror; con- 

aai^'i^u 'iSSt^Q xest; 'contehm e^th, and 

ifciu dbalt gjfflt heaven 1” 
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O NE niglit I could not rest, and in tlie wild %vander« 
ings of my thoughts, I met this text and commimed 
with it: — So he giveth Im beloved ekepJ^ In my 
reverie, as I was on the border of the land of _dreams ^ 
methought I was in a castle. Around its massive walls 
there ran a deep moat Watchmen paced the walls 
both day and night It was a fine old fortress, bidding 
defiance to five foe, and lifting its front right boldly 
as if it knew itvS power to resist tlie flood of battle* 
But I was not happy in it I thought I lay upon a 
couch; but scarcely luid I closed my c‘yes, ere a 
ttmmpet blew, ‘^To anus! To armsl^’ and wlum the 
danger was overpast I lay me down again. **To 
arum I To arms I” tmeo more resounded, and agtiiiuX 
BtarUal up. Never c<>p Id ^ I thought I had my 

armour on, and moved about perpetually clad in mail, 
rushing each hour ti^ the castle-top, aroused by'.jpnie 
fresh ^^^ alaym.. At one time a foe was coming from the 
west; at another, from the east I tliought I had a j 
treasure somewhere, down in some deep part of the I 
castle, and all my care was to guard it I dreaded, I 
feared, I trembled lest it slumid be taken from me. ^ 
a w oke, iukH ^thought I would not live in such a tower 11 
Jl»r^al]^ its ^ grandeur. It was'th© castle of dis- j| 

co ntent, tho^^^e us tle of ambition, ijuauju^ 

It is ever '"fo armsi To arms I To armsP’l^^ 
TEere is a foe here or a foe there, flis dear-loved I 
treasure must be guarded. Sleep never crossed the 
drawbridge of the castle of discontent Then I thought 
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1 »^e peace that ^ 

I tecapse I lav in thf^ s* x siept^. 

9 W;. . Go ye, overreaciing mis’S;rr*‘“ar*'‘ 

graspmg ambitious men? I en w r, J T; ^ 

etude. Tbe sleen n<? f * ^ life of mqui- 
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ta G f 'h”*""- “ •‘»“ 
M enoiKh. If , . "I' ^ ’>*“ "il' >» 
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look down upon .a wick^i T \ 

it trifl. hip, fapp ^ ay h^ W ,7 

never-dying souls. If tjLu d t ^ for 

dost confanuaUy draw 
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thine impulse, thy life, the whole of thy hoiiig from 
the Holy Spii'it, witliout whom thou caiist do nothing, 
and if thou dost live in close fellowship with Christ, 
there will be no fear of tliy having a dry heart lie 
wdio lives without prayer — he who lives witli little 
prayer — he who seldom reads the Word — he who 
seldom looks up to heaven for a fresh influence from 
on high — he will ho tlie man whose heart will become 
dry and barren; but he who calls in secret on his 
God — ^who spends much time in holy retirement — 
who delights to meditate on the words of tlic Most 
High — whose soul is given up to Christ — who de- 
lights in his fulness, rejoices in his all-suflidcncy, 
nr ays for his second coming, and delights in the 
tHought o?n[u8 “0onour*aJv^t — such a man, I say, 
must have an overflowing heart; and as his heart is,! 
such will his life he. It will be a fujl^Ufp; it will 
be a life that will speak from the scjmlcliro, and wake 
the echoes of the future. “ Keep thine heart with ail 
di ligenc e,” agd entreat the Holy Spirit to keep it f^; 
for oth^ise, the jss^ u^a of thy life will be Jfeebl^^^ 
shallow, ajtj., superficial; and thou mayest as well not 
have lived at all. 


I GAZE on beauty, and may bo myself deformed- I 
admire the light, and may yet dwell in darkness; 
but if the light of the countenance of God rests upon 
me, I shall become like unto him: the lineaments of 
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his visage will be on me^ and the great outlines of his 
attributes will be mine. Oh^ wondrous glass^ which 
thus renders the beholder lovely ! Oh, admirable 
mirror, which reflects not self with its imperfections, 
but gives a perfect image to those that are uncomely. 


W HEN the sunlight of God’s mercy rises upon our 
necessities, it casts the shadow of prayer far 
down upon the plain; or, to use another illustration, 
when God piles up a hill of mercies, he himself shines 
behind them, and he casts on our spirits the shadow 
of prayer; so that we may rest certain, if we are fervent 
in prayer, that a blessing is very near, for our prayers 
are the shadows of mercy. 


O mnipotence may build a thousand worlds and. 

then annihilate the whole; Omnipotence may 
powder mountains into dust, and burn the sea, and 
consume the sky, buLjQmnipotence c annot do an ua - 
l ovin<i_ thing toward a believer. Rest quite, sure, O 
Christian! that a hard thing, an unloving thing from 
God toward one of his own people, is quite impossible. 
He is as kind to you when he casts you into prison, m 
when he admits you into his palace; he is as good when 
he sends famine into your house as when he iUi your 
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barns with plenty. The only question is. Art thou 
his child? If so, he hath rebuked thoo in affection, 
and there is love in his chastisement. 

P RAYER is the rustling of the wings of th e ang els 
’^ ^at are on tli cir way, bringing us the boons ofii 
heaven. lias prayer burii^ m your heart? You| 
shall SCO the angel in your house. When the chariots 
that bring us blessings do rumble, their wheels 
sound with prayer. We hear the prayer in our own 
spirits, and that prayer becomes the token of the 
coming blessings. Even as the cloud foreshadowoth 
rain, so prayer foresluidoweth the hloasing; even as 
the green blade is the beginning of the harvest, so is 
prayer the prophecy of the blessing that is about to 
come. 


S uppose you see a lake, and there are twenty or 
thirty streamlets running from it : why, there 
will not be one strong river in the whole country; 
there will he a number of little brooks which will 
be dried up in the summer, and will he temporary 
torrents in the winter. They will every one of them 
be useless for any great purpose, because there is 
not water enough in the lake to feed more than one 
great stream. Now, a man’s heart has only enough 
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life in it to pursue one object fully. Ye must not 
giTO half your love to Christ, and the other half to 
fee world. Ifo man can serve God and mammon, 
l^cause there is not enough life in the heart to serve 
the two. 


H OW easy it is for you and me to fly up ! How 
hard to keep down ! That demon of pride was 
bom with us, and it will not die one hour before us. 
It is so woven into the very warp and woof of our 
natere, that till we are wrapped in our winding-sheets 
we shall never hear the last of it. 


A nt man who trusts so much as a single hair’s 
breadth to his works, is a lost soul. He who 
trusfe to the least atom of works, though it be so small 
that he himself cannot discern it, will be lost. 


not back part of the price. Make a full 
saffirrender of every motion of thy heart ; labour 
to have but (mm object, and one aim. And for this 
pffpcoe ^ve God the keeping of thine heart. Cry out 
fiw more of &© aivine infleeDces of the Holy Spirit, 
whea thy soal is preserTed and protected by 
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him, it may be directed into one channel, and one 
only, that tliy life may rixn deep and pure, and clear 
and peaceful; its only banks being God’s will, its 
only channel the love of Christ and a desire to please 
him. 


rilHERE never was a saint yet, who grew proud of 
X his fine feathers, but what the Lord plucked 
them out by-and-bye. There never yet was an angel 
who had pride in his heart, but he lost his wings, and 
fell into Gehenna, as Satan and those fallen angels 
did; and there shall never be a saint who indulges 
self-conceit, and pride, and self-confidence, but the 
Lord will spoil his glories, and trample his honours in 
the mire, and make him cry out yet again, *^Lord 
have mercy upon me, for I am less than the least of all 
saints, and the very chief of sinners.” 

M en who have no brains are always great man in 
their own esteem ; but those who think, will soon 
think their pride down, if God is with them in their 
thinking. 


H OW blessed a thing is a quiet conscience. I 
think most of you saw that splendid picturo in 

the Bihibition of the Royal Academy — the Sleep 

,* 
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of Argyle — ^where he lay slumbering on the very 
morning of his execution. You saw his cruel foes, 
standing there looking at him, almost with com- 
punction; the jailor is there, with his keys rattling: 
hut positively the man sleeps, though to-morrow morn- 
ing his head shall be severed from his body, and the 
executioner shall say, “This was the head of a 
traitor.” He slept because he had a quiet conscience ; 
for he had done no wrong. Then look at Peter. Did 
you ever notice that remarkable passage, where it is 
said that Herod intended to bring out Peter on the 
the morrow ; but, behold, as Peter was sleeping between 
two guards, the angel smote him ? Sleeping between two 
guards, when on the morrow he was to be crucified or 
slain I He cared not, for his heart was clear ; he had 
committed no ill. He could say, “ If it be right to 
serve God or man, judge ye;” and, therefore, he laid 
him down and slept 0 sirs I do ye know what the 
sleep of a quiet conscience is ? Have you ever stood 
out and been the butt of calumny — pelted by the 
mockery of all men ; the object of scorn — the laugli, 
the scorn of the drunkard? And have ye known 
what it is, after all, to sleep as if you cared for 
nothing, because your heart was pure ? Ah 1 fo who 
are in debt — ah I ye who are dishonest — ah I ye who 
love not God, and love not Christ — I wonder ye can 
sleep, for sin doth put pricking thorns in the pillow. 
Sin puts a dagger in a man’s bed, so that whichever 
way he turns it priidcs him. But a quiet conscience 
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is the sweetest music to lull the soul to sleep. The 
demon of restlessness does not come to tlmt man’s hed 
who has a quiet conscience — a conscience ri^dit with 
God — who can sing — 

*With the world, and thee» 

I, ere I sleep, at peace ah ail 


D O you know that the strongest man in all the world 
is a consecrated man? Even though he may con- 
secrate himself to a wrong object, yet if it he a tlicj- 
rough consecration, ho will have strength— strimgtli 
for evil, it may be, but still strength. In the old 
Roman wars with Pyrrhus, you remember an anc’ient 
instance of self-devotion. There was an oracle which 
said that victory would attend that army whose leader 
should give himself up to death. Decius the Roman 
Consul, knowing this, rushed into the thickest of the 
battle, that his army might overcome by Ins dying. 
The prodigies of valour which he performed are proofs 
of the power of consecration. The Romans at that 
time seemed to be every man a hero, because every 
man was a consecrated man. They went to battle 
with this thought — I will conquer or die ; the name 
of Rome is written on my heart; for my country I am 
prepared to live, or for that to shed my blood Ami 
no enemies could ever stand against them. If ii Roman 
fdd, there were no wounds in his back, but all in his 

0 
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breast His face^ even in cold death, was like the face 
of a lion, and when looked upon, it was of terrible 
aspect They were men consecrated to their country ; 
they were ambitions to make the name of Rome the 
noblest word in human language; and consequently 
the Roman became a giant And to this day let 
a man get a purpose within him, I care not what his 
purpose is, and let his whole soul he absorbed by it, 
and what will he not do ? You that are everything 
by turns and nothing long,” that have nothing to live 
soull^s carcases that walk this earth and waste 
its air, what can yon do ? Why nothing. But the man 
who knows what he is at, and has his mark fixed 
before his eye, speeds to it ^^Like an arrow from a 
bow shot by an archer strong.” Nought can turn him 
aside from his design. How much more is this true 
of consecration to God! Oh! what strength that man 
has, who is dedicated to God I 




e OME, then, sumer ; I hid thee consider thy guilt. 

The m%hty ocean is kept in obedience by God, 
and restrained within its channel by simple sand; and 
Aon, a worm, the creature of a day, the 

of mi.hour, thou art a rebel against God. 
The sea obeys him; thou dost not. Consider, I be- 
th^ how many restraints God has put on 
the^; he has not c^ecgied thy lusts with sand, but with 
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Beetling cliffs j and yet thou hast lim-c.*- +i i 
homifUt, • 1 ^ through every 

lias checked thy soul hv fim ». ” > * he 

TI,ot. h^t U,i, mining 

Ha +V» , ^ father’s strong adnionitioiw ? 

•Uo they never check thee ? r>A<.f ^ «» ^'urions t 

seest a inothoW* . » . ^ 

W J . ■■“ '"'"J’" '■»■■ «"»? When th™ 

gone home kte to ,W ffl '‘“'I'"'™'. “'«i h« 

mg one more pr./,r 1 il,"!," ‘V. 

Ishmael, hie rebellious child? ^’ns”: 

hast learned, when a chM I A • 

fi. ; ^ Anointed with a mothon*. 

tears, thou wast early taught to know the l!.7a I 

when thou didst go from thy mother’a ir 
wenteat to those of a pious teacL7! 

in a Sabbath-school to love Jesis the 7 

hnowest thethreatenings of God- it f*'''*'"* 

«ieno new s^rCen ‘Irrr 

‘^estorr^ctownCoXtst: t 

.nd wiedgef .cct '■■«'« 

sins in darkness, but thou 7 who 

heaven, in the full light of day * 11^”"^ 
ignorantly, thou hast done it when tf 

wh» «.ou « ios, sbon i!;rr:idirj 
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doom^ because thou didst know thy duty, but thou 
didst it not. I charge that home upon thee, I 
charge it solemnly upon thy conscience ; is it true, or 
is it not ? Some of you have had other things. Don’t 
you remember, some little time ago, when sickness was 
rife, you were stretched on your bed ? One night you 
will never forget ; sickness had got strong hold of you, 
and the strong man bowed himself. Do you not re- 
member what a sight you had then of the regions of 
the damned ; not with your eyes, but with your con- 
science ? You thought you heard their shrieks ; you 
thought you would be amongst them yourself soon. 
Methinks I see you ; you turned your face to the wall, 
and you cried, O God, if thou wilt save my life, I 
will give myself to thee !” Thou didst fear that death 
was very near ; the terrors of death laid hold of thee, 
and thou didst cry, Oh ! God, save me, and my bended 
knees and my tears pouring in torrents, shall prove 
that I am sincere in the vow I make.” But didst thou 
perform that vow? Nay, thou hast sinned against 
God; thy broken vows have gone before thee to judg- 
ment. Dost thou think it a little thing to make a pro- 
mise to thy fellow-creature and break it ? It may be 
so in thine estimation, but not so in that of honest men. 
But dost thou think it a little thing to promise to thy 
Maker, and to break thy promise? There is no light 
penalty for sinning against the Almighty God ; it will 
cost thee thy soul, man, and thy soul’s blood for ever, 
if thou goest on in this fashion. Vow and pay, or if 
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thou payest not, vow not; for God ahall visit those 
vows upon thee, in the day when he maketh inquisition 
for blood, and destroyeth thy soul. Thou hast been 
guarded thus ; remember that thou hast had extraordi- 
nary deliverances, the disease did not kill thee; thy 
broken bones were healed; thou didst not die; when 
the jaws of death were uplifted, they did not close upon 
thee : here thou ai’t still. Thy life is spared. Do any 
of you confess that you are rebellious? Do you say, 
from this time forth you will mend your ways? Sirs, 
let me tell you, you cannot do that. A re you better 
than the mightiest of men? The beat of men are but 
men at the best, and they are convinced that they 
cannot tame their own turbulent passions. God saith 
that the sea can be tamed with sand ; but tho heart of 
man cannot be restrained, it is still revolting. Dost 
thou think thou canst do that, which God saith is im- 
possible? Dost thou suppose thyself stronger than 
God Almighty ? What I canst thou change thine own 
heart, when God declares that we must be born again 
from above, or else we cannot see the kingdom of 
heaven ? Others have tried to do it, but they cannot* 
I beseech tliee, do not try to do it with thine own 
strength. I am glad thou knowest thy guilt; but, ohl 
do not increase that guilt, by seeking to wash it out in 
the foul stream of thine own resolutions. Go and tell 
God that thou knowest thy sin, and confess it before 
him,*and ask him to create in thee a clean heart, and 
renew in thee a right spirit. Tell him thou knoweat 
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tlial thou art rebellious, and thou art sure that thou 
always wilt be, unless he changes thy heart ; and I 
beseech thee, rest not satisfied until thou art a new 
mmi in Christ Jesus, 


O NE evening last week I stood by the sea-shore when 
the storm was raging. The voice of the Lord 
was upon the waters ; and who was I that I should 
tarry within doors, when my Master’s voice was heard 
sounding along the water ? I rose and stood to behold 
the flash of his lightnings, and listen to the glory of his 
thunders. The sea and the thunders were contesting 
with one another, the sea with infinite clamour striv- 
ing to hush the deep-throated thunder, so that his voice 
should not be heard; yet over and above the roar of 
the billows might be heard that voice of God, as he 
spake with flames of fire, and divided the way for the 
waters. It was a dark night, and the sky was covered 
with Aicfc clouds, and scarce a star could be seen 
#ifu^h the rifts of the tempest, but at one particular 
I far away on the horizon, as if miles 

iwr®^#ewat^, a bright shining, like gold. It was 
tfcs hhidm behind the clouds, so that she could 
till* i^ic^ u»; but dhe was able to send her rays 
the wters, far away, -where no cloud hap- 
■pM»i te ;I; thought prophet Ilaiah 

to steed .in a.- Bke- portion.. round 
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about him were clouds of darkness; he heard prophetic 
thunders roaring, and he saw flashes of the lightnings 
of divine vengeance ; clouds and darkness, for many a 
league, were scattered through history ; but he saw far 
away a bright spot — one place where the clear shining 
came down from heaven. And he sat down, and he 
penned these words, The people that walked in dark- 
ness have seen a great light: they that dwell in the 
land of the shadow of death, upon them hath the light 
shined and though he looked tlu'ough whole leagues 
of space, where ho saw the battle of the warrior, with 
confused noise and garments rolled in blood,” yet he 
fixed his eye upon one bright spot in futurity, and he 
declared, that there he saw hope of peace, prosperity, 
and blessedness ; for, said he, Unto us a child is born^ 
unto us a son is given ; and the government shall be 
upon his shoulder: and his name shall be called 
Wonderful.” 

My dear friends, we live to day upon the verge of 
that bright spot. The world has been passing through 
these clouds of darkness, and the light is gleaming on 
us now, like the glintings of the first rays of moiming. 
We are coming to a brighter day, and, at evening 
time it shall be light.” The clouds and darkness shall 
be rolled up as a mantle that God needs no longer, and 
he shall appear in his glory, and his people shall rejoice 
with him. But you must mark, that all the brightness 
was the result of this child bom, this son given, whose 
name is called Wonderful, and if we can discern any 
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briglitiiess in our own hearts^ or in the world’s history, 
il can come from nowhere else, than from the one who 
is c«lM Wonderful, Counsellor, the mighty God.” 

I HAVE one argument that methinks must touch your 
hearts and make you hate evil. You have a friend, the 
imt friend you ever had. I know him, and have loved 
him, and he has loved me. There was a day, as I took 
mj walks abroad, when I came hard by a spot for ever 
eu^jraT^ upon my memory, for there I saw this friend, 
mj best, mj only friend, murdered. I stooped down 
in sad affright and looked at him He was basely 
murdered. I saw that his hands had been pierced with 
rough ire® nails, and his feet had been rent with the 
same. There was misery in his dead countenance so 
Senible that I scarcely dared to look upon it. His 
hoij was emaciated with hunger: his hack was red 
with bloody scourges, and his brow had a circle of 
wuuwis about it : clearly could one see that these had 
perced by thorns. I shuddered, for I had known 
tiw Jmid full well He never had a fault; he was 
tiba of the pure, the holiest of the holy. Who 

imve^iqured him? Eor he never injured any 
mmz M long he ^^went about doing good;” 

fe w, IwW, fte.aA, he had fed the hungry, he had 
^ feii: for which of these works did they kill 
fei? He W mwm feeathed out anything else but 
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love. And as I looked into the poor sorrowful face, so 
full of agony and yet so full of love, I wondered who 
could have been a wretch so vile as to pierce hands 
like his. I said within myself “ Where live these 
traitors? Where can they live? Who are these that 
could have smitten such an one as this?” Had they 
murdered an oppressor wo might have forgiven them ; 
had they slain one who had indulged in vice or villany, 
it might have been his duo desert ; had it been a mur- 
derer or a rebel, or one who had committed sedition, 
we would have said, “Bury his coi*pso: justice has at 
last given him his due.” But when thou wast slain, 
my best, my only beloved, where lodged the traitors ? 
Let me seize them, and they shall be put to death. If 
there be torments that I can devise, surely they shall 
endure them all. Oh I what jealousy; what revenge I 
felt. If I might but find these murderers, what would 
I do with theml And as I looked upon that corpse 
I heard a footstep, and wondered where it was, I 
listened, and I clearly perceived that the murderer was 
close at hand. It was dark, and I groped about to find 
him. I found that somehow or other, wherever I put 
my hand I could not meet with him, for ho was nearer 
to me than my hand would go. At last I put my hand 
upon my breast. “ I have thee now,” said I ; for, lo 1 
he was in my own heart; the murderer was hiding 
within my own bosom, dwelling in the recesses of my 
inmost soul. Ahl then I wept indeed, that I, in the 
very presence of my murdered Master, should be hat- 
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bonriitR the murderer; and I felt myself most guilty 
whHe I bowed over his corpse, and sung that plaintive 

hjina: 

“ *Twere you my sins, my cruel sins, 

His chief tormentors were : 

Each of my crimes became a nail, 

And unbelief the spear.” 

EeTeiige! revenge! Ye that fear the Lord^ and love 
his name, take vengeance on your sins^ and hate all 

tva. 



§ UR heaviiiess, 0 worldling, our heaviness is but 
for a seasoEu” Your heaviness is to come, and it 
be m lieavm^ intolerable, because hopelessly 
Our temptations, though they he mani- 
%M afflictions and are hut for a moment. 
Mi ^work out for us a far more exceeding and 
w^bl of glory;” hut your joys are evanes- 
IWil M a bubble, and they are working out for you 
H fcr aiiftfe eai^edii^ and eternal weight of misery. 
I ye®, lodt at this matter. 


bat Christ Calvary will save no 

fcrist be in the heart The Son of 
wfil not save a soul unless 
1^??^ and live th^e— your 
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joy, yonr strength, and your consolation. Know ye 
not your own selves, how that Jesus Christ is in you, 
except ye be reprobates ?” 


>>Ko^ 


C AN you imagine a being placed halfway between 
this world and heaven? Can you conceive of 
him as having such enlarged capacities that\e could 
easily discern what was done in heaven, and what was 
done on earth? I can conceive that, before the Fall, 
if there had been such a being, he would have been 
struck with the singular harmony which existed be- 
tween God’s great world, called heaven, and the little 
world, the earth. Whenever the chimes of heaven 
rang, the great note of those massive golden balls 
was love; and when the silver bells of earth were 
sounded, the harmonies of this narrow sphere rang 
out the self-same note — love. When the bright spirits 
gathered around the great throne of God in heaven to 
magnify the Lord, at the same time the world, clad in 
its priestly garments, offered its sacriftce of purest 
praise. While the cherubim and seraphim did con- 
tinually cry, “ Holy, holy, holy. Lord God of armies/' 
there was heard a note, feebler, perhaps, but yet as 
sweetly musical, coming up from paradise, ^*HoIy, 
holy, holy, Lord God of armies.” There was no jar, 
no discord ; the thunder-peals of heaven’s melodies 
i were exactly in accord with the whisper of earth’s 
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iarmomes. There was glory to God in the highest,” 
and OB earth there was glory too ; the heart of man 
was as the heart of God, God loved man, and man 
loved God. But imagine that same Spirit to be 
still standing between the heavens and the earth, 
how sad must he be when he hears the jarring 
discord, and feels it grate upon the ear! The Lord 
saith, I am reconciled to thee, I have put away 

thy sin but what is the answer of this earth ? 
The answer of the world is ^^Man is at enmity 
with Gh>d: God may be reconciled, but man is not. 
The mass of men are still enemies to God by wicked 
works*” When the angels praise God, if they hearken 
to the sounds that are to be heard on earth, they hear 
the trump of cruel war, the bacchanalian shout, 
and the song of the lascivious, and what a discord 
is this in the great harmony of the spheres ? The fact 
is,— this world was originally one well tuned string in 
the harp of the universe, and when the Almighty swept 
that harp with his gracious fingers there was nothing to 
ho heard but praise ; now that string is snapped, and 
where it has been re-set by grace, still it is not wholly 
rslored to its perfect tune, and the note that cometh 
Smm il hath hut little sweetness, and very much 
of But, O bright Spirit, retain thy place, 

^ ivB » The day is hastening with glowing 
wheels, ml the axle thereof is hot with speed. The 
dajis coming when ^ world shall be a paradise again. 
iems who came the first time to bleed and 
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suffer^ tliat he might wash the world from its iniquity, 
is coming a second time to reign and coiKiuer, that he 
may clothe the earth with glory; and the day shall 
arrive when thou, 0 Spirit, shall hear again the ever- 
lasting harmony. Once more -the bells of earth shall 
be attuned to the melodies of heaven ; once more shall 
the eternal chorus find that no singer is absent, but 
that the music is complete. 


M ariners tcll us that there are some parts of the 
sea where there is a strong current upon the 
surface going one way, but that down in the depths 
there is a strong current running in the other direction. 
Two seas do not meet and interfere with one another ; 
but one stream of water on the surface is running in 
one direction, and another below is flowing from the 
ojiposite quarter. Now, hei’O is a picture of Christian 
life ; the Christian is like that. On the surface there 
is a stream of heaviness rolling with dark waves ; but 
down in the depths there is a strong under-current of 
great rejoicing that is always flowing towards heaven. 


I HAVE heard say by the physicians, that if a man 
be sick, there is no place so well adapted for him 
as the place where he was born ; and if our love grow 
weak and cold, there is no place so likely to restore 
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itj as the spot which gave it birth. \\'hi<re %v«» our 
love to Jesus horn? Was she born in tin' niidst of 
romantic scenery, and was she nursed wilii wuudrmis 
contemplations upon the la]) of beauty? Afi! no. 
Was she born on the steeps of >Sinai, when (lod <'itnie 
from Sinai, and the Holy One from inotmt I’uran, and 
melted the mountains with the touch of !us foot, ami 
made the rocks flow down like wax before his terrible 
presence? Ah! no. Was love iHirii on ’labor, when 
tlie Saviour was transfigured, and his garment lieeuine 
white as snow, whiter than any fuller could make it? 
Ah I no; darkness rushed o’er the sight of those that 
looked upon him then, and they fell asleep, fur the 
glory overpowered them. I.a>t me tell you where 
love drew her breath. Love was born in the garden 
ofGethsemane, where Jesus sweat great drops of hloiKi ; 
it was nurtured in Pilate’s hail, where Jesus bared his 
back to the plougliing of the lash, and gave ids fa«® 
to be spit upon and his head to ho crownwl with 
thorns. Love was nurtured at tho cross, amid the 
groans of an expiring God, lioiieath tho dropping* of 
a Saviour’s blood. Bear me witness, children of Ood. 
Where did your love to Jesus spring from hut from 
the foot of the cross ? Did you ever see that sweet 
flower growing anywhere but at the fimt of Calvary? 
No; if was when ye saw “love divine, at! love* ex- 
celling;’ .it was when you saw love in bondage to 
itself, dying by its own stroke, laying down it* Jif®, 
though It had power to retain it and to take it up ag*in | 
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it was there your love was born; and if you wish your 
declining love to be recovered, take it to sonic of those 
hallowed places; bid it sit in the shade of tlie olive 
trees, and make it stand on the pavement and gaze, 
while the blood is gushing. Lead it to the cross, and 
bid it look and see afresh the bleeding lamb; and surely 
this shall make thy love spring from a dwarf into 
a giant, and this shall fan it from a spark into a 
flame. 


C HRIST longed for the cross, because he looked for 
it as the goal of all his exertions. He could 
never say, is finished” on his throne; but on his 
cross he did cry it; He preferred tlie sufferings of 
Calvary to the honours of the multitude who crowded 
round about him ; for, preach as ho might, and bless 
them as he might, and heal them as he might, still was 
his work undone. He was straitened; he had a bap- 
tism to be baptized with, and how was he straitened 
till it was accomplished. But,” he seemed to say, I 
pant for my cross, for it is the topstone of my labour. 
I long for my sufferings, because they shall be the 
completion of my great work of grace.” It is the end 
that bringeth the honour ; it is the victory that crowneth 
the warrior rather than the battle. And so Christ 
longed for his death, that he might see the com- 
pletion of his labour. 
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H ave you ever heard that pretty fable told by the 
Persian moralist, Saadi ? He took up iii his hand 
a piece of. scented clay, and said to it, “ Oh, clay, 
whence hast thou thy perfume?” And the clay said, 
“ I was once a piece of common clay, but they laid nm 
for a time in company with a rose, and I drank in its 
fragrance, and have now become scented clay.” 
Believer I thou, too, art nothing but a piece of common 
clay, but if thou best with the Rose of Sharon — if tlum 
hast Jesus in thy company, thou wilt be filled with 
his fragrance, and where’er thou goest thou wilt smell 
of him. I will know the company thou keepest by the 
fragrance thou hast • If thou hast lain in beds of 
spices thou wilt smell of the myrrh, and the spikenard, 
and the aloes. 


0 CHURCH of God ! believe thyself invincible, and 
thou art invincible but stay to tremble and fmr, 
and thou art undone. Lift up thy head and say, “ I 
am God’s daughter; I am Christ’s bride,” Ho not 
stop to prove it, but affirm it; for it is written on thy 
brow as with a sunbeam; thy bold and fearless gait 
shall manifest thy more than royal origin. March 
through the land, and kings shall bow down before 
thee, princes shall do thee homage, because thou hiut 
manifested thine ancient pi’owess and assumed thine 
ancient glory. 
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S PIRITUAL ploughman I sharpen thy ploughshare 
with the Spirit- Spiritual sower ! dip thy seed in 
the Spirit, so shall it germinate; and ask the Spirit to 
give thee grace to scatter it, that it may fall into the 
right furrows. Spiritual warrior I whet thy sword 
with the Spirit, and ask the Spirit, whose word is a 
sword indeed, to strengthen thine arm to wield it. 

M y God I when I survey the boundless fields of 
ether, and see those pondering orbs rolling 
tlierein — when I consider how vast are thy dominions 
— so wide that an angel’s wing might flash onward to 
all eternity and never I’each a boundary — I marvel that 
thou shouldst look on insects so obscure as man. I 
have taken to myself the mici’OBcope and seen the 
ephemera ui>ou a leaf, and I liavo called him small- 
I will nut call him so again: compared with me, 
he is great, if I put myself in comparison with God. 
I am so little that I shrink into nothingness wlien I 
behold the Almightiness of Jehovah — so little that the 
difference between man and the animalcule dwindles 
into nothing, when compared with the infinite chasm 
between God and man. 

H OW few people in this world are satisfied. Ne 
man ever need fear offering a reward of a thousand 
pounds to a contented man; for if any one came to 
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claim the reward, he would of course prove his dis- 
content We are all in a measure, I suspect, dissatis- 
fied with our lot ; the great majority of mankind arc 
always on the wing; they never settle; they never 
light on any tree to build their nest ; but they are 
always fluttering from one to the other. This tree is 
not green enough, that is not high enough, this is not 
beautiful enough, that is not picturesque enough ; so 
they are ever on the wing, and never build a peaceful 
nest at all. The Christian builds his nest ; and as the 
noble Luther said, “ Like yon little bird upon the tree, 
he hath fed himself to night — he knoweth not where his 
breakfast is to-morrow. He sitteth there while the 
winds rock the tree ; he shuts his eyes, puts his head 
under his wing, and sleeps ; and when he awakes in 
the morning, sings, 

‘Mortals cease from toil and sorrow j 
God provideth for the morrow/ ** 


H ere we see through a glass darkly, but there face 
to face. There, what “ eye hath not seen nor ear 
heard ” shall be fully manifest to us. There, riddles 
shall be unravelled, mysteries made plain, dark te.xts 
enlightened, hard providences made to appear wise. 
The meanest soul in heaven knows more of God than 
the greatest saint on earth. The greatest saint on earth 
may have it said of him, “Nevertheless he that is least 
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in the kingdom of heaven is greater than he.” Not our 
mightiest divines understand so much of theology as 
the lambs of the flock of glory. Not the greatest mas- 
ter-minds of earth understand the millionth part of the 
mighty meanings which have been discovered by souls 
emancipated from clay. Yes. ^^To die is gain,” Take 
away^ take away that hearse, remove that shroud; 
come, put white plumes \ipon the horses’ heads, and let 
gilded trappings hang around them. There, take away 
tluit fife, the shrill sounding music of the death march. 
Lend me the trumpet and the drum. 0 hallelujah, 
Iiallelujah, hallelujah; why weep we the saints to 
lieaven ; why need we lament ? They are not dead, 
they are gone before. Stop, stop that mourning, re- 
frain thy tears. Clap your hands 1 Clap your hands. 

“ They aro supremely bleat. 

Have done with care and sin and woe, 

And with their Saviour rest/' 

What I weep t for heads that are crowned with 
coronals of heaven ? What, weep for hands that grasp 
the harps of gold? What, weep for eyes that see the 
Redeemer? What, weep for hearts that are washed 
from sin, and are throbbing with eternal bliss ? What, 
weep for men that are in the Saviour’s bosom ? No ; 
weep for yourselves, that you are here. Weep that 
the mandate has not come which bids yoic die. Weep 
that you must tarry ; but not for them. I see them 
turning back on you with loving wonder, and they 
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exclaim, “Why weepest thou?” What, weep for 
poverty that is clothed in riches? What, weei. for 
sickneL, that it hath inherited eternal healtli ? Wliat, 
weep for shame, that it is glorified ; and weep for sin- 
ful mortality, that it hath become immaculate? Oh, 
weep not, but rejoice. If ye knew what it was that 
I have said unto you, and whither I have gone, ye 
would rejoice with a joy that no man should take from 
you. 

T he river of God is full of water ; but there is not 
one drop of it that takes its rise in earthly springs. 
God will have no strength used in his own battles but 
the strength which he himself imparts; and I would 
not have you that are now distressed, in the least dis- 
couraged by your soiTow. Your emptiness is but the 
preparation for your being filled; and your casting 
down is but the making ready for your lifting up. 

I F there were such a thing as national salvation ; if 
it could be possible that we could be saved in the 
gross and in the bulk, that so, like the sheaves of 
corn, the few weeds that may grow with the stubble 
would be gathered in for the sake of the wheat, then, 
indeed, it might not be so foolish for us to neglect 
our own personal interests; but if the sheep must, 
every one of them, pass under the hand of Mm that 
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t,(?llet.h tlicm^ if every man must stand in Ins own per- 
son before God, to be tried for his own acts — by evein- 
tbing that is rational, by everything that conscience 
would dictate, and self-interest wotild commend, let m 
each of us look to our ownselves, that we be not 
deceived, and that wo find not ourselves, at last 
miserably cast away. 


I F you tliis day are seeking the Lord, through Christ, 
the day shall come when the kiss of full assurniu'c 
shall be on your lip, when the arms of sovereign love 
shall embrace yoxx, and you shall know it to be sr>. 
Thou mayest have despised him, but thou shalt know 
liim yet to be tby Father and thy friend. Thou may<*st 
liave scoffed his name; thou shalt one day come to 
rejoice in it as better than pure gold. Thou mayest Imve 
broken bis Sabbaths and desj)ised his Word; the day 
is coming when the Sabbath shall be thy delight, and 
his Word tliy treasure. Yes, marvel not; thou mayast 
have plunged into the kennel of sin, and made thy 
clothes black with iniquity; but thou shalt one day 
stand before bis throne white as the angels be; and 
that tongue which once cursed him shall yet sing bin 
praise. If thou bo a real seeker, the hands wliich hiivo 
been stained with lust shall one day grasp the harp of 
gold, and the head that has plotted against the Most 
High shall yet be girt with the diadem. Seemeth it 


sa. 


spueoeon’s gems. 



Bot a strange thing that God should do so much for 
sinners? Bnt strange though it seem, it shall be 
strangely true. 


TE do not care about 50,000 aphorisms, or syllo- 
f gisms, inferences, or logical deductions. God’s 
rd mmmt man’s any day. 
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new sun of righteousness, which shall never cease to 
shine upon the earth. Yes, the hour is coming when 
swords and spears shall be forgotten things, when the 
harness of war and the pageantry of pomp sliall all he 
laid aside to be the food of the worm or the contempla- 
tion of the curious. The hour approaeheth when 
old Rome shall shake upon her seven hills, when 
Mohammed’s crescent shall wane to wax no more, 
when all the gods of the heathens shall lose their 
thrones and be cast out to the moles and to the bats; 
and then, when from the e(|uator to the i)oles, Christ 
shall he honoured, tlie Lord paramount on eartli ; when 
from land to land, from the river even to the ends of the 
earth, one King shall reign, one shout shall he raised, 
Hallehijah, hallelujah, the Lord God Omnipotent 
reigneth.” 

W ITHOUT bread, I become attenuated to a ske- 
leton; and, at last, I die. Without thought, 
my mind becomes dwarfed, ay, and dwindles Haelf 
until I become an idiot, with a soul that hath just 
life, but little more. And without Christ, my nt‘w- 
horn spirit must become a vague, shadowy emptiness. 
It cannot live unless it feeds on that heavenly manna 
which came down from Iieaven. Now the Christian 
can say, '‘The life that I live ia Christ;” because 
Clirist is the food on which ho feeds, and the suste- 
nance of his new-born spirit. 
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S INNER, let this be thy comfort, that God secs thee 
when thou heginnest to repent He docs not see 
thee with his usual gaze, with which he looks on all 
men, but he sees thee with an eye of intense interest. 
He has been looking on thee in ail thy sin, and in all 
thy sorrow, hoping that thou wouldst repent, and 
when he sees the first gleam of grace, ho beholds it 
with joy. Never warder on the lonely castle-to}> saw 
the first gray light of morning with more joy thatt that 
with which God beholds the first desire in thy neart. 
Never physician rejoiced more when he saw’ the first 
heaving of the lungs in one that was au]>poscd to lie 
dead, than God doth rejoice over thee, now that he sees 
the first token for good. 

S OLOMON slept with armed men rotind his bed, 
and thus slumbered securely; but Solomon’s 
father slept one night on the bare ground — not m a 
palace — with no moat round his castle wall, — but ho 
slept quite as safely as his son, for he said, *' I hud mo 
down and slept, and J. awaked, for tlio Lord sustained 
me.” Now, some persons never feel secure in this 
world at all; I query whether one half of my nearera 
feel themselves so. Suppose I burst out in a nioniont. 
and sing this — 

“ T to the end ehall endure, 

As sure aa the earnest U givenj 
More happy but not more (eonro, 

Are the glorified apirite In heavea" 
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You would say, that k too high doctrine ; and I would 
reply, very likely it is for you, but it is the trutli of 
God, and it is sweet doctrine for me* I love to know, 
that if I am predestinated according to the foreknow- 
ledge of God the Father, I must be saved; if I w%as 
purchased by the Son’s blood, I cannot be lost, for it 
would be impossible for Jesus Christ to lose one whom 
he has redeemed, otherwise he would be dissatisfied 
with his labours. I know that where he has begun 
the good work he will carry it on. I never fear that 
I shall fall away, or be lost; my only fear is, lest I 
should not have been right at first; hut, provided I 
am right, if I he really a child of God^ I might lieliiwo 
that the sun would be smitten with madness, and go 
reeling through the universe like a drunken man — I 
might bc3lleve that the stars would run from their 
courses, and instead of marching with their numsured 
tramp, as now they do, whirl on 5n wild courses like 
the dance of Bacchiuuils — I could even conceive that 
this groat universe miglit all subside in God, even as 
a mometit’s foam subsides into the wave that bears 
but neither reason, heresy, logic, eloquence, nor 
a conclave of divines, shall make me pay a moment’s 
attention to the vile suggestion, that a child of God 
may ever pcrislu lienee I tread this earth with 
confidence Arguing a little while ago witli an 
Anntnian, hc3 said, ** Sir, you ought to be a happy 
man; for if what you say be true, why you are m 
secure of being in heaven as if you were there*” 1 
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said, «Yes, I know it.” “Then you ought to live 
above cares and tribulations, and sing happily from 
morning to night.” I said, “ So I ought, and so I will, 
God helping me.” This is security. It is thus God 
“giveth his beloved sleep.” To know that if Idle I 
shall enter heaven— to be as sure as I am of my own 
existence that God, having loved me with an evcrlas^ 
ing love and he being immutable, will never hate mo il 
he has once loved me — to know that I must enter the 
kingdom of glory — ^is not this enough to make all 
burdens light, and give me the hind’s feet wherewith 
I may stand upon my high places? Happy state of 
security ! “ So he giveth his beloved sleep.” 

A MARTYR is going to the stake ; the halbert-rnen 
are around him ; the crowds are mocking, but he 
is marching steadily on. See, they bind him with a 
chain around his middle, to the stake; they heap 
fagots all about him ; the flame is lighted up ; listen 
to his words : “ Bless the Lord 0 my soul, and all that 
is within me, bless his holy name." The flames are 
kindling round his legs ; the fire is burning him even 
to the bone; see him lift up his hands and say, “I 
know that my Redeemer liveth, and though the fire 
devour this body, yet in my flesh shall I see the Lord.” 
Behold him clutch the stake and kiss it, as if he loved 
' it, and kim say, “For every chain of iron with 
which man girdeth me, God shall give to me a chain of 
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gold; for all these fagots, and this ignominy and 
shame, he shall inci’ease the weight of my eternal 
glory,” See all the under parts of his body are con- 
sumed, still he lives in the torture ; at last he bows 
himself, and the upper part of his body falls over; 
and as he falls you hear him say, “ Into thy hands I 
commend my spirit,” What wondrous magic was 
on him, sirs ? What made that man strong ? Wliat 
helped him to boar that cruelty? What made him 
stand unmoved in the flames? It was the marvellous 
power which surrounds the cross of Christ. For “ unto 
us who are saved it is the power of God,” 


O il, I reckon on the day of death if it wore for tho 
more hope of seeing tho bright spirits that are now 
before the throne. Wluit delight it will be to clasp 
tho hand of Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, to look 
into tho face of Paul tho apostle, and grasp the Iiand 
of Peter; to sit in flowery fields with Moses and David, 
to bask in the sunlight of bliss with John and Mag- 
dalene. Oh, how blest! The company of poor im- 
perfect .saints on eartli is good; but how much Irnttor 
the society of tho perfected. 'Death is no loss to us 
by way of friends. We leave a few, a littlo bund 
below, and say to them, “Fear not, littlo flock,” and 
we ascend and meet tho armies of the living God— -the 
hosts of his redeemed. Surely, “ To die m yam.” 
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I N the very beginning, when tliis great univei’fio lay 
in the mind of God, like unborn forests in the 
acorn-cup; long ei'e the echoes waked the solitudes; 
before the mountains were brought fortl\ ; and long 
ere the light flashed through the sky, God loved his 
chosen creatiu'es. Before there was oreatureship — 
when the ether was not fanned by the angel’s wing; 
when space itself had not an existence ; when tiiere 
was nothing save God alone; even then, in that loneli- 
ness of Deity, and in that deep quiet and profundity, 
his bowels moved for his chosen. Their nani«>s were 
written on his heart, and they were dear to his soul. 


T here is an elect out of the elect, I will acknow- 
ledge, as to gifts and standing, and ns to the labour 
they may accomplish in this world; but there is no 
election out of the elect as to a deeper extent of love. 
They are all loved alike ; they are all written in the 
same book of eternal love and life. 


W HEN I hear of a church where they arc all gen- 
tlemen, I always say farewell to that : for where 
tliere are no poor, the ship will soon sink. If there are 
no poor, then Christ will soon give them some, if they 
are* a real Gospel church. 
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O H ! it is a glorious fact, that prayers are noticed in 
heaven. The poor, broken-hearted sinner, climb., 
ing up to liis chamber, bends his knee, but can only 
utter his wailing in the language of sighs and tears. 
Lo ! that groan has made all the harps of heaven 
thrill with music ; that tear has been caught by God, 
and put into the lachrymatory of heaven, to be per- 
petually preserved. The suppliant, whose fears pre- 
vent his words, will be well understood by the Most 
High. 


Y OU cannot get to heaven by your works. You 
might as well seek to mount the stars on a tread- 
wheel, as to go to heaven by your doings ; for as you 
get up a step, you will always come down as low as 
before. 


D O you not know that God is an eternal self-existent 
Being ; that to say he loves now, is, in fact, to say 
he always did love, since with God there is no past, 
and can be no future. What we call past, present, and 
future, he wraps in one eternal now. And if you say 
he loves you nowy you say he loved yesterday; he 
loved in the past eternity, and he wvill love for ever; 
for now with God is past, present, and future. 
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jlHEY that go forth to fight the Lord’s battles, boastlop 
1 that they are strong, shall return with tlicir banners 
trmled in the dust, and with their armour stained with 
defeat; for God will not befriend the man who goeth 
lortli in his own strength. 


U toth. Eor faith is the gift of God. Does mv 

loved me ; his love was prior to his gift. His gifts di.l 
nct draw his love to me, because Im loved am before 

I CM do >h.o that for hi<> ,„n, 


1 dashing of the cataract when the bmrtt ^ ^ ” 
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they had piled old Babel’s tower, they said, "This 
shall last for ever.” But God confounded their lan- 
guage; they finished it not. By his lightnings he 
destroyed it, and left it a monument of their folly. 
Old Pharaoh and the Egyptian monarchs heaped up 
their pyramids, and they said, " They shall stand for 
ever,” and so indeed they do stand; but the time is 
approaching when age shall devour even these. So 
with all the proudest works of man, whether they have 
been his temples or his monarchies, he has written 
"everlasting” on them; but God has ordained their 
end, and they have passed away. The most stable 
things have been evanescent as shadows and the 
bubbles of an hour, speedily destroyed at God’s 
bidding. Where is Nineveh, and where is Babylon? 
Where the cities of Persia? Where are the high 
places of Edom ? Where are Moab and the princes 
of Ammon? Where are the temples or the heroes 
of Greece ? Where the millions that passed from the 
gates of Thebes? Where are the hosts of Xerxes, 
or where the vast armies of the Roman Emperors? 
Have they not passed away? And though in their 
pride they said, ^^this monarchy is an everlasting 
one ; this queen of the seven hills shall be called the 
eternal city,” its glory is dimmed. She who sat 
alone, and said, " I shall be no widow, but a queen 
for ever,” she hath fallen, hath fallen, and in a little 
while she shall sink like a millstone in the flood, her 
name being a curse and a by-word, and her site the 
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habitation of dragons and of owls. Man calls his 
works eternal — Giod calls them fleeting; man con- 
ceives that they are built of rock, hut they are sand, 
or worse than that— they are air.” Man says he 
erects them for eternity — God blows upon them R)r a 
momentj and where are they? “Like baseless fabrics 
of a vision,” they are passed and gone for ever. 


o»4o. 


a CD’S Holy Spirit and man’s sin cannot live to- 
gether peaceably; they may both be in the 
same heart, but they cannot both reign there, nor can 
they both be quiet there; for “the Spirit lusteth 
against the flesh, and the flesh lusteth against the 
Spirit;” they cannot rest, but there will bo a per[)c- 
tual warring in the soul, so that the Christian will 
have to cry, “O wretched man that lam: who shall 
deliver me from the body of this death?” Hut in 
due time, the Spirit will drive out all sin, and will 
present us blameless before the throne of his Majesty 
with exceeding great joy. 


W ARN the boatman before he enters the current, 
and then, if he is swept down the rapids, he 
destroys himself. Warn the man before ho drinks the 
cup of poison, tell him it is deadly : and then if h# 
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drinks it, his death lies at his own’ door. And so let us 
warn you before you depart this life ; let us preach to 
you while as yet your bones are full of marrow, and 
the sinews of your joints are not loosed. 


F riend, tliou hast not the Spirit, Then thou art 
nothing better, be thou what thou art, than the 
fall of Adam left thee. That is to say, thou art a 
fallen creature, having only capacities to live here in 
sin, and to live for ever in torment; but thou hast 
not the capacity to live in heaven at all, for thou hast 
not the Spirit; and therefore thou art unable to know 
or enjoy spiritual things. And mark you, a man may 
be in this state, and be a sensual man, and yet ho 
may have all the virtues that could grace a Christian ; 
but with all these, if he has not the Spirit, he is not an 
inch further than where Adam’s fall left him — that 
is, condemned and under the curse. Ay, and he may 
attend to religion with 111 his might — he may take the 
sacrament, and be baptized, and may be the most 
devout professor ; but if he hath not the Spirit, he 
hath not started a solitary inch from where he was, 
for he is still in ^Hhe bonds of iniquity,” a lost 
soul Nay, further, he may pick up religious phrases 
till he may talk ‘very fast about religion; he may 
read biographies till he seems to be a deep-taught 
child of God; he may be able to write an ar^tick 
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upon the deep experience of a believer ; but if this 
experience be not his own, if he- hath not received 
hj the Spirit of the living God, he is still nothing 
more than a carnal man, and heaven is to him a 
place to which there is no entrance. Nay, further, 
he might go so far as to become a minister of the 
gospel, and a successful minister too, and God may 
bless the word that he preaches to the salvation of 
sinners, but unless he has received the Spirit, be he as 
eloquent as ApoUos, and as earnest as Paul, he is 
nothing more than a mere soulish man, without capacity 
for spiritual things. 

Nay, to crown all, he might even have the power of 
working miracles, as Judas had — he might even be 
received into the Church as a believer, as was Simon 
Magus, and after all that, though he had cast out 
devils, though he had healed the sick, though he had 
worked miracles, he might have the gates of heaven 
shut in his teeth, if he had not received the Spirit. 
For this is the essential thing, without which all 
oAers are in vain— the reception of the Spirit of the 
living GckL 

S O^ persons say they cannot bear to be an hour 
in solitude; they have nothing to do, nothing to 
tlih* about Surely, no Christian will ever talk so, 
formfhe one word, Christ, he will discover enougB 
beauties to occupy his thoughts to all eternity. 
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T he imagination will sometimes flj up w^’^&k.-witli 
such a power that eagles’ wings cannot match it. 
It sometimes has such might that it can almost see the 
King in his beauty, and the land which is very far off. 
With regard to myself, my imagination will sometimes 
take me beyond the gates of iron, across that infinite 
unknown, to the very gates of pearl, which shut in 
the glorified. But, if it is potent one way, it is 
another: for my imagination has taken me down to the 
vilest kennels and sewers of earth. It has given me 
thoughts so dreadful, that, while I could not avoid 
them, I was thoroughly horrified at them. These 
thoughts will come; and when I feel in the holiest 
frame, the most devoted to God, and the most earnest 
in prayer, it often happens that at this very time 
the plague breaks out the worst. But I rejoice to be 
able to declare that I strive against the evil, and cry to 
the Lord concerning it. I know it is’ said in the Book 
of Leviticus, when an act of evil was comnoitted, if the 
maiden cried out against it, then her life was to be 
spared. So it is with .the Christian. If he cries out, 
he need not doubt but that he shall be forgiven the 
iniquity. 


T he gospel is to the true believer a thing of power. 

Once I, like Mazeppa, bound on the wild horse of 
_ my lust, bound hand and foot, incapable of resistance. 
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was galloping on with hell’s wolves behind me^ howling 
for my body and my soul as their just and lawful prey- 
There came a mighty hand which stopped that wild- 
horsej cut my bands^ delivered me^, and brought me into 
liberty* Is there power in the gospel? Ay, there is 
power; and he who has felt it, must acknowledge it. 
There was a time when I lived in the strong old castlo 
of my sins, and rested on my works. There came a 
trumpeter to the door, and bade me open it. I, with 
anger, chid him from the porch, and said he ne’er should 
enter. There came a goodly personage, with loving 
countenance ; his hands were marked with scars, where 
nails were driven, and his feet had nail-prints too ; ke 
lifted up his cross, using it as a hammer . at the first 
blow the gate of my prejudice shook; at the second 
it trembled more, at the third down it fell, and in he 
came; and he smd, Arise, and stand upon thy feet> 
for I have loved thee with an everlasting love.” Thus 
did he prove the power of his cross. 

J trST before I die sanctification will be finished; but 
not till that moment shall 1 ever claim perfection 
in myself. But at that moment when I depart, my 
spirit shall have its last baptism in the Holy Spirit’s 
fir a It shall be put in the crucible for its last 
trying in the furnace; and then, free from all dross^ 
and tin, like a wedge of pure gold, it shall be pre^ 
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sented at the feet of God without the least degree of 
impurity. 0 glorious hourl O blessed moinontj 
Methinks I long to die if there were no heaven, if I 
might but receive that last purification, and come up 
from Jordan’s sti’eam immaculate. Oh, to be washed 
white, clean, pure, perfect! Not an angel more pure 
than I shall be — yea, not God himself more holy I and 
I shall be able to say, in a double sense, “ Great God, 
I am clean — through .Tosns’ blond I am clean, and 
tlu’ough the Spirit’s work I am clean tool” 


I F this earth could but have its mantle torn away 
for a little while, if the green sod could be tnd 
from it, and we could look about six feet deep into its 
bowels, what a world it would seem I What should 
we see ? Bones, carcasses, rottenness, worms, corrup- 
tion. And you would say, “Can these dry bones live? 
Can they start up?” Yes! “in a moment, in the twink- 
ling of an ovG, at the last trump, the dead shall be 
raised.” He speaks; they are alive I Are they scat- 
tered? hone comes to his bonel Are they naked? flesh 
comes upon them I Are they still lifeless ? “ Come 
from the four winds, 0 breath, and breathe npon tlieso 
slain!” When the wind of the Holy Spirit comes, 
they live ; and they stand upon their feet an exceeding 
great army. 
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T heology hath nothing new in it except that 
which is false. The preaching of Paul must be 
the preaching of the minister to-day. There is no 
advancement here. We may advance in our know- 
ledge of God’s revealed truth ; but it stands the same, 
for this good reason — that it is perfect, and jicrfection 
cannot be any better. 

M ETHINKS, if you had a free pass to the Queen’s 
palace, you would use it very often; if yon 
might go there and hold communion with some person 
whom you dearly loved, you would often be found 
there. But here is your Jesus, the King of heaven, 
and he gives you that which can open the gates of 
heaven, and let you in to hold company with him, 
and yet you live without considering his work, bo- 
holding his person, or anticipating his glory. 

J UST as the tiny shells makeup the chalk hills, and 
the chalk hills together make up the range, so our 
trifling actions make up the whole account, and each of 
these must be weighed separately in our last account. 
You had an hour to spare the other day — what did 
you do? You had a voice — ^how did you use it ? You 
had a pen— how did you employ it? Each item shall 
be called over, and there shall be demanded an account 
for each particular. 
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I T is well to be tbe sheep of God’s pasture, even if 
we haye been wandering sheep. The straying 
sheep has an owner ; and however far it may stray 
from the fold, it ceases not to belong to that owner. 
I believe that God will yet bring back into the fold 
every one of his own sheep, and they shall all be saved. 
It is something to feel our wanderings, for if we feel 
ourselves to be lost, we shall certainly be saved ; if we 
feel ourselves to have wandered, we shall certainly be 
brought back. 


y IRTXJES in unregenerate men are nothing but 
whitewashed sins. The best performance of an 
unchanged character is worthless in God’s sight It 
wants the stamp of grace on it ; and that which has 
not the stamp of grace, is false coin. 


G ood old Slmeon called Jesus the consolation of 
Israel; and so he was. Before his actual ap- 
pearance his name was the day-star, cheering the 
darkness, and prophetic of the rising sun. To him 
they looked with the same hope which cheers the 
nightly watcher, when from the lonely castle-top he 
sees the fairest of the stars, and hails her as the usher 
of the mom. When he was on earth, he must have 
been the consolation of all those who were privileged 
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to be his companions. We can imagine how readily 
tlie disciples would run to Christ to tell him of their 
griefs, and how sweetly, with that matchless voice of 
love, he would bid their fears be gone. They would 
consider him as their Father ; and to him every want, 
every groan, every sorrow, every agony, would at 
once be carried. He, like a wise physician, had a 
balm for every wound; he had mingled a cordial 
for every care; and readily did he dispense his 
mighty remedies to allay all the fever of their 
troubles. Oh! it must have been sweet to have 
lived with Christ Surely, sorrows were then but 
joys in masks, because they gave an opportunity to 
go to Jesus to have them removed. Oh! would to 
God, some of us may say, that we could have lain 
our weary heads upon the bosom of Jesus, and that 
our birth had been in that happy era, when we 
might have heard liis kind voice, and seen his kind 
look, when he said, “ Let the weary ones come unto 
me.” 

But Jesus could not always remain with his people 
in the flesh. Great prophecies were to be fulfilled, 
and great purposes were to be answered, and therefore 
J^ must go. It behoved him to suffer, that he 
might be made a propitiation for our sins. It behoved 
him to slumber in the dust awhile, that he might 
P^fume the chamber of the grave to make it— 

‘‘No more a charnel house to fence 
The rdics of lost innocence.** 
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It behoved him to have a resurrection, that we, who 
shall one day he the dead in Christ, might rise first, 
and in glorious bodies stand upon the earth. And it 
behoved him that he should ascend up on high, that 
he might lead captivity captive ; that he might chain 
the fiends of hell; that he might lash them to his 
chariot-wheels, and drag them up high heaven’s hill, to 
make them feel a second overthrow from his right 
arm, when he should dash them from the pinnacles 
of heaven down to the deepest depths beneath. It 
is right I should go away from you,” said Jesus, for 
if I go not away, ilie Comforter will not come.” Jesus 
must go. Weep, ye disciples: Jesus must be gone. 
Mourn, ye poor ones, who are to be left without a 
comforter. But hear how kindly Jesus speaks : I 
will not leave you comfortless, I will pray the Father, 
and he shall send you another comforter, who shall 
be with you, and shall dwell in you for ever.” He 
would not leave those few poor sheep alone in the 
wilderness; he would not desert his children, and 
leave them -fatherless; albeit that he had a mighty 
mission which did fill his heart and hand ; albeit he 
had so much to perform, that we might have thought 
that even his gigantic intellect would be over- 
Durdened; albeit he had so much to suffer, that 
we might suppose his whole soul to be concentrated ' 
upon the thought of the sufferings to be endured. 
Yet it was not so; before he left, he gave soothmg 
words of comfort ; like the good Samaritan, he poured 
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in oil and wine, and we see what he promised : “ I 
will send you another Comforter — one who shall be 
just what I have been, yea, even more; who shall 
console you in your sorrows, remove your doubts, 
comfort you in your afflictions, and stand as my vicar 
on earth, to do that which I would have done had I 
tarried'with you.” 

M any a good old Jerusalem blade has been blunted 
against the hard heart. Many a sword of the 
true gospel steel has had the edge turned when its 
exhortation fell upon a hardened heart. W« cannot 
reach the soul, but the Holy Spirit can. He can dash 
the rock in pieces, or melt it in the fire. “ My beloved 
can put his hand by the hole in the door, and my 
bowels will move for sin.” Ho can give a sense of 
blood-bought pardon that shall dissolve a heart of 
stone. 


T he very fact that you have troubles is a proof of 
Christ’s faithfulness; for you have ’now one half of 
his legacy, and you will have the other half. You 
know that Christ’s last will and testament has two por- 
tions in it. “ In the world ye shall have tribulation 
you have that. The next clause is—*' In me ye shall 
have peace.” You have that too. " Be of good cheer ; 
I have overcome the world.” That is yours also. 
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T here -will be Httle else we shall want in heaven 
besides Jesus Christ. He will be our breadj our 
food, our beauty, our glorious dress. The atmosphere 
of heaven will be Christ ; everything in heaven will be 
ChristJike ; yea, Christ is the heaven of his people. 


I )EST thee well assured, 0 scorner, that thy laughs 
^ cannot alter truth, thy jests cannot avert thine 
inevitable doom. Though in thy hardihood thou 
shouldst make a league with death, and sign a cove- 
nant with hell — yet swift justice shall overtake 
thee, and stern vengeance strike thee low. In vain 
dost thou jeer and mock, for eternal verities are 
mightier than thy sophistries, nor can thy smart say- 
ings alter the divine truth of a single word of this 
volume of Revelation. Oh I why dost thou quarrel 
with thy best friend, and ill-treat thy only refuge? 
There yet remains hope, even for the scorner. Hope 
in a Saviour’s veins; hope in the Father’s mercy; 
hope in the Holy Spirit’s omnipotent agency. 


I T is true that you have no fiery chariot; but then 
the angels shall carry you to Jesus’ bosom, and 
that is as well. It is true, no ravens bring your food; 
it is quite as true you get your food somehow or other. 
It ii quite certain that no rock gushes out with water j 
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but still your water has been sure. It is true your 
child has not been raised from the dead; but you 
remember that David had a child that was not raised 
any more than yours. You have the same consola- 
tion as he had: shall go to him; he shall not return 

to me.’^ 

rpHE old truth that Calvin preached^ that Chrysostom 
X preached, that Paul preached, is the truth that I 
must preach to-day, or else be a liar to my conscience 
and my God. I cannot shape the truth. I know of no 
such thing as paring off the rough edges of a doctrine. 
John Knox’s gospel is my gospel. That which thun- 
dered through Scotland must thunder through England 
again. The great mass of our ministers are sound 
enough in the faith, but not sound enough in the way 
they preach it, 

M en in the days of Toplady looked back to the 
days of Whitfield; men in the days of Whitfield 
looked back to tne days of Bunyan; men in the days of 
Bunyan wept, because of the days of Wycliffe, and 
Galvin, and Luther, and men then wept for the days of 
Augusline and Chrysostom. Men in those days wept 
for the days of the Apostles ; and doubtless men in the 
days of the Apostles wept for the days of Jesus Christ ; 
and no doubt some in the days of Jesus Christ were so 
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blind as to wish to return to the days of prophesy, and 
thought more of the days of Elijah than they did of the 
most glorious day of Christ Some men look more to 
the past than the present What is this but folly. 
Let us be up and doing, and instead ol* bemoaning the 
evils of th^ times, let us seek grace to make our age 
better. This is practical, the other childish. Rest 
assured, that Jesus Christ is the same to-day as he was 
yesterday, and he will be the same for ever. 

Y e may take a corpse, ye may dress it in all the 
garments of external decency; ye may wash it 
with the water of morality ; ye may bedeck it with the 
crown of profession ; ye may put on its brow a tiara of 
beauty; ye may paint its cheeks, until ye make it 
well-nigh like life itself. But remember, unless the 
spirit be there, the worm shall feed on the painted 
cheek, and corruption will ere long seize on the body. 
It is the Spirit that is the quickener. 

T he Holy Gh^st advocates our cause with Jesus 
Christ, with groanings that cannot be uttered. 
O my soul! thqu art ready to burst within me. 
My heart is swelled with grief. The hot tide of 
my emotion well-nigh overflows the channels of 
my veins. I long to speak, but the very desire 
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chains my tongue, I wish to pray, but the fervency 
of my feeling curbs my language. There is a groaning 
within that cannot be uttered. Do you know who can 
utter that groaning? who can understand it, and who 
can put it into heavenly language, and titter it in a 
celestial tongue, so that Christ can hear it ? O yes ; it 
is God the Holy Spirit ; he advocates our cause with 
Christ, and then Christ advocates it with his Father. 
He is the advocate who maketh intercession for us, 
with groanings that cannot be uttered. 

O H I there is a voice in love ; it speaks a language 
which is its own ; it has an idiom and a brogue 
which none can mimic; wisdom cannot imitate it; 
oratory cannot attain unto it; it is love alone which 
can reach the mourning heart ; love is tlie only hand- 
kerchief which can wipe the mourner’s tears away* 
For this reason the Holy Ghost is a surpassing com- 
forter; a loving comforter. Dost thou know, O 
saint, how much the Holy Spirit loves thee? Canst 
thou measure the love of the Spirit? Dost thou know 
how great is the aifection of his soul towards thee? 
Go measure heaven with thy span; go weigh the 
mountains in the scales; go take the ocean’s water, 
and tell each drop ; go count the sand upon the sea’s 
wide shore; and when thou hast accomplished this,, 
thou canst. tell how much he loveth thee. He hw 
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loved thee long, he has loved thee well, he loved thee 
ever, and he still shall love thee; surely he is the 
person to comfort thee, because he loves. 

T he young may die; the old must! To sleep in 
youth is to sleep in a siege ; to sleep in old age is 
to slumber during the attack. What ! man, wilt thou, 
that art so near thy Maker’s bar, still put him off with 
a “Go thy way?” What! procrastinate now, when 
the knife is at thy throat — ^when the worm is at the 
heart of the tree, and the branches have begun to 
wither — ^when the grinders are failing because they are 
few, and they that look out of the windows are dark- 
ened ? The sere and yellow leaf has come upon thee, 
and thou art still unready for thy doom I Beware ! 
BEWARE! 


T he canon of revelation is closed ; there is no more 
to be added, God’s Spirit does not give a fresh 
revelation, but he explains the old one. When it has 
been forgotten, and laid in the dusty chamber of our 
memory, he fetches it out and cleans the picture, but 
does not paint a new one. There are no new doctrines, 
but the old ones are often revived. It is not, I say, by 
any new revelation that the Spirit comforts. He does 
so by telling us old things over again; he brings a 
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fresli lamp to manifest the treasures hidden in Scri[)- 
ture; he unlocks the strong chests in which tlie truth 
Is hidden^ and he points to secret chambers, filled 
with untold riches ; hut he coins no more, for enough 
is done. Believer I there is enough in the Bible for 
thee to liv<^ upon for ever. If thou shouldst outnumber 
tlie years of Methuselah, there would be no need for a 
fresh revelation; it thou shouldst live till Christ should 
come upon the earth, there would be no necessity for 
the addition of a single word; if thou shouldst go 
down as deep as Jonah, or even descend as David said 
he did, into the belly of hell, still there wmuld be enough 
in the Bible to comfort thee without a su[>pleiuentary 
sentence. 

T he gospel is the sum of wisdom; an epitome of 
knowledge ; a treasure-house of truth ; and a 
revelation of mysterious secrets. In it we see how 
justice and mercy may be married; here we behold 
xnexorahle law entirely satisfied, and sovereign love 
bearing away the sinner in triumph. Our meditation 
upon it enlarges the mind; and as it opens to our soul 
in successive flashes of glory, we stand astonished at 
the profound wisdom manifest in it. Ah, dear friends I 
if ye seek wisdom, ye shall see it displayed in all its 
greatness ; not in the balancing of the clouds, nor the 
firmness of earth’s foundations; not in the measured 
march of the armies of the sky, nor in the perpetual 
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motions of the waves of the sea; not in vegetation 
with all its fairy forms of beauty, nor in the animal 
with its marvellous tissue of nerve, and vein, and 
sinew ; nor even in man, that last and loftiest wox'k of 
the Creator. But turn aside and see this great sight I 
— an incarnate Grod upon the cross; a substitute 
atoning for mortal guilt; a sacrifice satisfying the 
vengeance of heaven, and delivering the rebellious 
sinner. Here is essential wisdom; enthroned, crowned, 
glorified. Admire, ye men of earth, if ye be not 
blind; and ye who glory in your learning, bend your 
heads in reverence, and own that all your skill could 
not have devised a gospel at once so just to God, so 
safe to man. 

A MAN’S force in the world, other things being equal, 
is just in the ratio of the force and strength of 
his heart. A full-hearted man is always a powerful 
man: if he be erroneous, then he is powerful for error; 
if. the thing is in bis heart, he is sure to make it 
notorious, even though it be a downright falsehood* 
Let a man be never so ignorant, still if his heart be full 
of love to a cause, he becomes a powerful man for that 
object, because he has heart-power, heart-force. A 
man may be deficient in many of the advantages of 
education, in many of those niceties which are so much 
looked upon in society; but once give him a good 
strong heart, that beats hard, and there is no mistake 
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about Hs power. Let Mm have a heart that is right 
f nll to the brim with an object, and that man will 
do the thing, or else he will die gloriously defeated, 
and will glory in bia defeat. Heart is power. 

T he book of nature is an expression of the thoughts 
of God. We have God’s terrible thoughts in' 
the thunder and lightning; God’s loving thoughts in 
the sunshine and the balmy breeze; God’s bounteous, 
prudent, careful thoughts in the waving harvest and 
in the ripening meadow. We have God’s brilliant 
thoughts in the wondrous scenes which are beheld 
from mountain-top and valley; and we have God’s 
most sweet and pleasant thoughts of beauty in the 
little flowers that blossom at our feet 


-oXK<^ 


r ERE have been many, like infants, destroyed by 
eKxirs given to lull them to sleep; many have 
ha® mined by the cry of Peace, peace; when 
fliefe is no peace ; ” hearing gentle t hing s^ when they 
be stirred to the qnick. Cleopatra’s asp was 
in a Imsket of flowers; and men’s ruin often 
laAs ill feir and sweet speeches. Take heed of a 
lOtea ©oniifaice engendered hy flattering doctrine. 
Make sure ■work fer 'eternity. 
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0 YOUNG man, build thy studio on Calvary ! there 
raise thine observatory, and scan by faith the 
lofty things of nature. Take thee a hermit’s cell in 
the garden of Gethsemane, and lave thy brovy^ with the 
waters of Siloa, Let the Bible bo thy standard classic 
—thy last appeal in matters of contention. Let its 
light be thine illumination, and thou shalt become 
more wise tluin Plato, more truly learned than the 
seven sages of anticj^uity. 

O LD man 1 of all fools, a fool with a grey head is the 
worst fool anywhere. With one foot in the 
grave, and another foot on a sandy foundation, how 
shall I depict you, but by saying to you as God said 
to the rich man, “ Thou fool I a few more nights and 
thy soul shall be required of thee ; ” and then, where 
art thou? 



W HEN the gospel was first preached, instead of 
being accepted and admired, one universal hiss 
went up to heaven; men could not bear it; its first 
preacher they dragged to the brow of the hill, and 
would have sent him down headlong; yea, they did 
more — they nailed him to the cross, and thoi-o they 
let him languish out his dying life in agony such as 
no man hath borne since. All his chosen ministers 
have been hated and abhorred by worldlings ; instead 
of being listened to, they have been scoffed at; 
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treated as if were the offscouring of all things, 
and the very s<»jini of mankind. Look at holy 
men in the old times, how they were driven from 
city to city, persecuted, afflicted, tormented, stoned 
to death, wherever the enemy had power to do so. 
Those friends of men, those real philanthropists, wlio 
came with hearts big with love, and hands full of 
mercy, and lips pregnant wdth celestial fire, and souls 
that burned with holy influence; those men were 
treated as if they were spies in the camp, as if they 
were deserters from the common cause of mankind; 
as if they were enemies, and not, as they truly were, 
the best of friends. Do not suppose that men like 
the gospel any better now than they did then. There 
is an idea that manhood is growing better. I do not 
believe it. In many respects men may be better — 
outwardly better; but the heart within is still the 
same. The human heart of to-day dissected, would 
be just like the human heart a thousand years ago ; the 
gall of bitterness within that breast of yours, is just 
as bitter as the gall of bitterness in that of Simon of 
old. We have in our hearts the same latent oppo- 
sition to the truth of God ; and hence we find men, 
even as of old, who scorn the gospel. 

I F you feel at any time death working in you,’’ m 
doubtless you will, withering the bloom of your 
piety, chilling the fervour of your devotions, and 
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quenching the ardour of your faith; remember, he 
who first quickened you must keep you alive. The 
Spirit of God is like the sap that flowed into your 
poor dry branch, because you were grafted iut(i 
Christ, and as by that sap you were first made 
green with life, so it is by that sap alone you can 
ever bring forth fruit to God. 


W HEN thou art wrestling, like Jacob with the 
angel and art nearly thrown down, ask the 
Holy Spirit to nerve thine arm. Consider how the 
Holy Spirit is the chariot-wheel of prayer. Prayer 
may be the chariot, the desire may diiiw it forth, but 
the Spirit is the very wheel whereby it movetk 


A GOSPEL without a Trinity I it is a pyramid built 
upon its apex. A gospel without a Trinity! 
it is a rope of sand that cannot hold together* A 
gospel without the Trinity! then, indeed, Satan can 
overturn it But, give me a gospel with the Trinity, 
and the might of hell cannot prevail against it; no 
man can any more overthrow it than a bubble could 
split a rocK. or a featner creak m halves a mountain. 
Get the thought of the three persons, and you have the 
marrow of all divinity. Only know the Father, and 
know the Son, and know the Holy Ghost to be One, 
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and all things will appear clear. This is the golden 
key to the secrets of nature ; this is the silken clue of 
the labyrinths of mystery, and he who understands 
this, will soon understand as much as mortals eer 
can know. 

Y ou know more about your ledgers than your Bible ; 

you know more about your day-books than of what 
God has written. Many of you will read a novel from 
beginning to end, and what have you got? A mouthful 
of froth when you have done. But you will not road 
the Bible ; that solid, lasting, substantial, and satisfying 
food goes uneaten, locked up in the cupboard of neglect; 
while anything that man writes, a catch of the day, is 
greedily devoured. 

T he science of Jesus Christ is the most excellent of 
sciences. Let no one turn away from the Bible 
because it is not a book of learning and wisdom, 
for it is replete with knowledge. Would ye know 
astronomy? It is here: it tells you of the Sun 
of Righteousness and the Star of Bethlehem. Would 
you know botany? It is here: it tells you of the 
plant of renown — ^the lily of the valley, and the rose 
of Sharon. Would you know geology and miner- 
alogy? You shall learn it here; for you rufty read of 
the rock of ages, ^d the white stone with the name 
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engraven thereon, which no man knoweth saving he 
that roceiveth it. Would ye study history? Here is 
the most ancient of all the records of the history of the 
human race. Whate’er your science is, come and bend 
o’er this book ; your science is here. Come and drink 
out of this fair fount of knowledge and wisdom, and ye 
shall find yourselves made wise unto salvation. 




H ast thou now a sweet temper, whereas thou once 
wast passionate? Boast not of it; thou wilt be 
angry yet again if Jesus leaves thee. Art thou now 
pure, whereas thou wast once unclean ? Boast not of 
thy ptirity; it is a plant, the seed of whicli was 
brought from heaven; it never was within thy heart 
by nature ; it is God’s gift, and God’s alone. 

" o.o><Koo”*^ 

O UR world is controlled by two forces; it has a 
tendency to run off at a tangent from its orbit ; 
but the sun restrains it by a centripetal power, and 
attracts it to itself, and so between the two forces it is 
kept in a perpetual circle. Oh I Christian, thou wilt 
never walk aright, and keep in the orbit of truth, if it 
bo not for the influence of Christ perpetually attracting 
thee to the centre. Thou feelest, and if thou dost 
not feel always, it is still there — thou feelest an 
attraction between fhine heart and Christ, and Christ 
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is perpetually di awing thee to himself, to liis likeness, 
to liis character, to his love, to his bosom, and in 
that way thou art kept from thy natural tendency to 
fly off, and to be lost in the wide fields of sin. Bless 
God, that Christ lifted up, drawls all his people unto 
him. 

D O you see the cat? She sits there, and will lick 
her paws and wash herself clean. I see that, 
said the other. Well, said the first speaker, did you 
ever hear of one of the hogs taken out of the sty that 
did so ? No, said he. But he could if he liked, said 
the other. Ah I verily, he could if he liked ; but it 
is not according to his nature, and you never saw 
such a thing done, and until you have changed the 
swine’s nature he cannot perform such a good action, 
and God’s Word says the same of man. 


C AST your troubles where you have cast your sins ; 

you have cast your sins into the depth of the sea, 
there cast your troubles also. Never keep a trouble 
half an hour on your own mind before you tell it to 
your heavenly Father. As soon as the trouble comes, 
quick, tbe first thing, tell it to him. Remember, 
that the longer you delay telling your trouble to God, 
the mote your peace will be impaired. The longer 
the frost lasts, the more likely that wfll be 

frozen. 
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C ULTIVATE a cLeerful disposition; endeavour as 
mucli as lieth in yon, always to bear a smile 
about witb you ; recollect, that rejoice evermore” is as 
mucb a command of God as that verse which says, 
Thou shalt love the Lord with all thy heart.” 

C HRIST JESUS was an attractive preacher; he 
sought above all means to set the pearl in a 
frame of gold, that it might attract the attention of 
the people. He was not willing to place himself in 
a parish church, and preach to a large congregation 
of thirteen and a-half, like our good brethren in the 
city of London, but would preach in such a style that 
people felt they must go to hear him. Some of them 
gnashed their teeth in rage and left his presence in 
wrath, but the multitude^ still thronged to him to 
hear and to be healed. It was no dull work to hear 
this King of preachers, he was too much in earnest 
to be dull, and too humane to be incomprehensible. 

I T was once said by Solon, man ought to be 

called a happy man till he dies,” because he does 
not know what his life is to be; but Christians may 
always call themselves happy men rww^ for their future 
is secured in the covenant Wherever their tent is 
removed, they cannot pitch it where the cloud does 
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not move, and where they are not surrounded by 
the sacred circle of fire. “ I will be a wall of fire, 
round about them, and their glory in the midst.” T, hey 
cannot dwell where Grod is not householder, warder, 
and bulwark of salvation. 

“All my ways shall ever be 
Order’d by his wise decrea” 


O H 1 ye that are not Christians, it were worth while 
to he Christians, if it were only for the peace and 
happiness that religion gives. If we had to die like 
dogs, yet this religion were worth having to make us 
live here like angels. Oh, if the grave were what it 
seems ito he, the goal of all existence ; if the hlack nails 
of the coffin were not bright with stars , if death were 
the end and our lamps were quenched in darkness, 
when it was said, Dust to dust and earth to earth ; ” 
yet ’twere worth while to he a child of God for this 
life alone. 

W E dream of everything in the world, and a few 
things morel If we were asked to tell our 
dreams, it would he impossible. You dream titiat you 
are at a feast; lo 1 the viands change into a Pegasus, 
and you are riding through the air; or, again, you are 
suddenly transformed into a morsel for a monster^ 
meal. Such is life. . The changes occur as suddenly 
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as they happen in a dream. Men have been rich one 
day 5 they have been beggars the next We have wit- 
nessed the exile of monarchs, and the flight of po- 
tentates ; or, in another direction, we have mm a man, 
neither reputable in character nor honorable in station, 
at a single stride exalted to a throne; and you who 
would have shunned him in the streets before, were 
foolish enough to throng your thoroughfares to stare 
at him. Ah! such is life. Leaves of the Sibyl were 
not more easily moved by the winds, nor are dreams 
more variable; Boast not thyself of to-morrow, for 
thou knowest not what ni day may bring forth.” 


H OW foolish are those men who wish to pry into 
futurity; the telescope is ready, and they are 
looking through it; but they are so anxious to see, that 
they breathe on the glass with the hot breath of their 
fear, and they dim it, so that they can discern nothing 
but clouds and darkness. 


E very now and then we turn up a fair stone which 
lies upon the green sward of the professing church, 
surrounded with the verdure of apparent goodness, and 
to our astonishment wo find beneath it all kinds of filthy 
insects and loathsome reptiles, and in our disgust at 
such hypocrisy we are driven to exclaim, ^^All men 
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are liars; there are none in whom we can put any trust 
at all.” It is not fair to .say so of all; hut really^ the 
discoveries which are made of the insincerity of our 
fellow-creatures are enough to make us despise our kind, 
because they can go so far in appearances, and yet have 
so little soundness of heart. 


O UR Bible is a blood-stained book. The blood of 
martyrs, translators, and confessors, besprinkles 
its sacred pages. The pool of holy baptism in which ye 
have been baptized is a blood-stained pool : full many 
have had to die for the vindication of that baptism 
which is the answer of a good conscience towards God. 
The doctrines which we preach to you are doctrines 
that have been baptized in blood: swords liave been 
drawn to slay the confessors of them; and there is not 
a truth which has not been sealed by the faithful at the 
stake, or the block, or far away on the lofty mountains, 
where they have been slain by hundreds. 


a OD might, if he pleased, wrap himself with night 
as with a garment ; he might put the stars under 
his feet, and bind the suns around his brow for a 
coronet; he might dwell alone, fax, far above this 
world, up in the seventh heaven, and look down with 
calm and silent indifference upon all the doings of 
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his creatures; he might do as the heathens sup- 
posed their Jove did, sit in perpetual silence, some- 
times nodding his awful head to make the fates move 
as he pleased, but never taking thought of the little 
things of earth, disposing of them as beneath his notice, 
engrossed within his own being, swallowed up within 
himself, living alone and retired; and I, as one of his 
creatures, might stand hj night upon a mountain-top, 
and look upon the silent stars, and say, Ye are the 
eyes of God, hut ye look not down on me ; your light 
is the gift of his omnipotence, but your rays arc not 
smiles of love to me, God, tlie mighty Creator, has 
forgotten me * I am a despicable drop in the ocean of 
creation, a sere-leaf in the forest of beings, an atom in 
the mountain of existence. Ho knows mo not ; I am 
alone, alone, alone,’’ But it is not so, beloved. Our 
God is of another order. Ho notices every one of us ; 
there is not a sparrow or a worm but is found in his 
decrees. There is not a person upon whom his eye is 
not fixed. Our most secret acts are known to him* 
Whatsoever we do, or bear, or suffer, the eye of God 
still rests upon lus people. Should not this fill us 
with delight? 

A ny husbandman can get a good crop out of good 
soil ; but God is the husbandman who can grow 
cedars on rocks, who can not only put the hyssop upon 
the wall, but put the oak there too, and make the 
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greatest faith spring up in the most unlikely position. 
All glory to his grace I the great sinner may become 
great in faith. Be of good cheer, then, sinner! If 
Christ should make thee repent, thou hast no need to 
tTiinTr that thou shalt be the least in the family. 0!i I 
no; thy name may yet be written among the mightiest 
of the mighty, and thou mayest stand as a memorable 
and triumphant instance of the power of faith. 

T here was an evil hour when once I shipped the 
anchor of my faith ; I cut the cable of my belief ; 
1 no longer moored myself hard by the coasts of 
Revelation; I allowed my vessel to drift before the 
wind ; I said to I'eason, “ Be thou my captain ;” 
I said to my own brain, “ Be thou my rudder ;” and 
I started on my mad voyage. Thank God, it is all 
over now; but I will tell you its brief history. It 
was one hurried sailing over the tempestuous ocean 
of free thought. I went on, and as I went, the skies 
began to darken; but to make up for that deficiency, 
the waters were on fire with corruscations of bril- 
liancy. I saw sparks flying upwards that pleased me, 
and I thought, “ If this be free thought, it is a happy 
thing.” My thoughts seemed gems, and I scattered 
sters with both my hands; but anon, instead of these 
blazings of glory, I saw grim fiends, fierce and 
horrible, start up from the waters, and as I dashed 
on, they gnashed their teeth, and grinned upon me; 
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tliey seized the prow of my ship and dragged me on^ 
while 1 , in part^ exulted at the rapidity of my mi''- 
tion, hut yet shuddered at the terrific rate with which 
I passed the old land-marks of my faith. As I hur- 
ried forward with an awful speed, I began to mistrust 
my very existence ; I q[uestioned if there were a world, 
I doubted if there were such a thing as myself. 
I went to the very verge of the dreamy realms of 
unbelief. I dived to the very bottom of the sea of 
infidelity. I doubted everything. But here the devil 
foiled himself : for the very extravagance of the doubt 
proved its absurdity. Just when I saw the bottom of 
that sea, there jame a voice which said, And can this 
doubt be true?^ At this very thought I awoke. I 
stai'ted from that death-dream, which, God knows, 
might have damned my soul, and ruined my body. 
I arose from my fearful sleep, faith took the helm; 
firom that moment I doubted not. Faith steered me 
back; faith cried, ^^Away, from the dark abyss of 
unbelief, away, away ! I cast my anchor on Calvary; 
I lifted my eye to God ; and here I am, alive, and 
out of heU.” 



T his world is turning round on its axis once in 
four-and-twenty hours; and besides that, it is 
rnoviog round the sun in the 365 days of the year. 
So that we are all moving ; we are all flitting along 
through space. And as we are travelling through 
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Space, so we are moving through time at an incalcu- 
lable rate. Oh I what an idea it is could we grasp 
it! We are all being carried along as if by a giant- 
angel, with broad outstretched wings, which he flaps to 
the blast of fate, and flying before the lightning, makes 
us ride on the winds. The whole multitude of us are 
hurrying along ; whither , remains to be decided by 
the test of our faith and the grace of God ; but certain 
it is, we are all travelling. Do not think that you are 
stable things ; fancy not that you are standing still ; 
you are not. Your pulse each moment beats your 
death march. You are chained to the chariot of rolling 
time ; there is no bridling the steeds, r leaping from 
the chariot ; you must be constantly in motion. Prepare 
then for the end of the journey. 

T he Bible is the writing of the living God. Each 
letter was penned with an Almighty finger ; each 
word in it dropped from the everlasting lips; each 
sentence was dictated by the Holy Spirit "Albeit, that 
Moses was employed to write his histories with his 
fiery pen, God guided that pen. It may be that David 
touched his harp, and let sweet Psalms of melody drop 
from his fingers ; but God moved his hands over the 
living strings of his golden harp. Solomon sang 
canticles of love, and gave forth words of consummate 
wisdom; hut God directed his lips, and made the 
preacher eloq[uent If I follow the thundering Hahum, 
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when his horses plough the waters; or Ilahakkiik, 
when he sees the tents of Cuslian in aifliction ; if 
I read Malachi, when the earth is burning like an 
oven; if I turn to the smooth page of John, who 
tells of love, or the rugged chapters of Peter, who 
speaks of fire devouring God’s enemies; if I turn to 
Jude, who launches forth anathemas upon the foes 
of God, everywhere I find God speaking; it is God’s 
voice, not man’s; the words are God’s words; the 
words of the Eternal, the Invisible, the Almighty, 
the Jehovah of ages. This Bible is God’s Bible, and 
when I see it, I seem to hear a voice springing up 
from it, saying I am the book of God I Man read mol 
I am God’s writing; study my page, for I was penned 
by God; love me, for he is my author, and you will see 
him visible and manifest everywhere.” 

A PILGRIM sets out in the morning, and he has to 
journey many a-day before he gets to the shrine 
which he seeks. What varied scenes the traveller will 
behold on his way! Sometimes he will be on the 
mountains, anon he will descend mto the valleys ; here 
he will be where the brooks shine like silver, where 
the birds warble, where the air is balmy, and the trees 
are green, and luscious fruits hang down to gratify hia 
taste: anon he will find himself in the arid desert, 
where no life is found, and no sound is heard, except 
the screech of the wild eagle in the air ; where he finds 

0 
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no rest for the sole of his foot — the burning sky above 
him, and the hot sand beneath him — ^no roof-tree, and 
no house to rest himself: at another time he finds 
himself in a sweet oasis, resting himself by the wells 
of water, and plucking fruit from palm trees. One 
moment he walks between the rocks in some narrow 
gorge, where all is darkness, at another time he 
ascends the hill Mizar; now he descends into the 
valley of Baca'; anon he climbs the hill of Bashan, 
“ a high hill is the hill Bashan and yet again going 
into the den of leopards, he suffers trial and affliction. 
Such is life — ever changing. Who can tell what may 
come next? To-day it is fair, the next day there may 
be the thundering storm ; to-day I may want for nothing, 
to-morrow I may be like Jacob, with nothing but a 
stone for my pillow, and the heavens for my curtains. 
But what a happy thought it is, though wo know not 
where the road winds, we know where it ends. It is 
the straightest way to heaven to go round about. Israel’s 
forty years’ wanderings were, after all, the nearest path 
to Canaan. We may have to go through trial and 
affliction ; the pilgrimage may be a tiresome one, but 
it is safe; we cannot trace the river upon which we 
are sailing, but we know it ends in floods of bliss at 
last. We cannot track the roads, but we know that 
they all meet in the great metropolis of heaven, in the 
centre of God’s <miverse. God help us to pursue the 
true pilgrimage of a pious life! 
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T here is no risk of success in being a CbristiaUj and 
making God the first object; but make anything 
else your goal, and with all your running, should you 
run ever so well, you shall fall short of the mark ; or 
if you gain it, you shall fall uncrowned, unhonoured 
to the earth My soul, wait thou only upon God.” 


A VIEW of Christ on Calvary is always beneficial to 
a Christian. We never hear a sermon concern- 
ing Christ of which we disapprove, Ixowevcr inelegant 
in its diction, if it be sound in doctrine. We never 
complain of our minister that he preaclies too much 
concerning the cross of Jesus Christ. No; there can 
be no tautology where his name is mentioned. Though 
sermon should be a mere repetition of his name, we 
would rejoice to hear it, and say — 

“Jesus, I love thy charming name; 

'Tis music to mine ear.** 

The French king said of Bourdaloue, that he would 
rather hear the repetitions of Bourdaloue than the 
novelties of another.” So we can say of Jesus Christ, 
that we had rather hear the repetitions of Jesus than 
any novelty from any preacher whatsoever. Oh ! how 
are our souls dissatisfied when we listen to a gospel 
destitute of Christ. There are some preachers who 
can manage to deliver a sermon, and leave out Christ’s 
name altogether. Surely the true believer will stand 
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like Mary Magdalene, over the sermon and say, “ They 
have taken away my Lord, and I know not where they 
have laid him.” Take away Christ from the gospel, 
and you have taken away its essence. The mai^row of 
theology is Christ; the very bone and sinew of the 
gospel is preaching Christ. A Christless sermon i« the 
merriment of hell. A Christless sermon is a fearful 
waste of time ; it incurs the blood of souls, and dyes 
that man’s skirts with gore who dares to preach it 
But too much of Christ we cannot have. Give us 
Christ always, Christ ever. The monotony of Christ 
is sweet variety, and even the unity of Christ hath in 
it all the elements of harmony. Christ, on his cross 
and on his throne, in the manger and in the tomb — 
Christ everywhere is sweet to us. 

I F it would take me seven years to describe the way 
of salvation, I am sure you would all long to hear 
it. If only one learned doctor could tell the way to 
heaven, how would he be run after I And if it were in 
hard words, with a few scraps of Latin and Greek, you 
would seek to know it none the less. But it is a 
simple gospel that we have to preach, and, there- 
fore, you are careless about it It is only ^^LookT 
^^AhP you say, is that the gospel? I shall not 
pay any attention to that.” But why has God ordered 
you to do such a simple thing? Just to take down 
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yoiir pride, and to shew you that he is God, and 
that beside him there is none else. Oh, mark how- 
simple the way of salvation is. It is, “ Look 1 look ^ 
look 1” Four letters, and two of them alike I “ Look 
unto me, and be ye saved, all the ends of the earth.” 


A S a man does not make himsolf spiritually alive so 
neither can ho keep himself so. He can feed on 
spiritual food, and so preserve his spiritual strength ; 
he can walk in the commandments of the Lord, and so 
enjoy rest and peace, but still the inner life is dependent 
upon the Holy Spirit as much for its after existence as 
for its first begetting. I do verily believe that if it 
should ever be my lot to plant my foot upon the golden 
threshhold of Paradise, and put this thumb upon the 
pearly latch, I should never cross the threshhold unless 
I had grace given me to take that last step whereby I 
might enter heaven. No man himself, even when 
converted, hath any power, except as that power is 
daily, constantly, and perpetually infused into him by 
the Holy Spirit 


O H I it is a happy way of smoothing sorrow, when 
we can say, “We will wait only upon God.” 
Oh, ye agitated Christians, do not dishonour your re- 
ligion by always wearing a brow of care. Come, cast 
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your burden upon the Lord. I see ye staggering be- 
neath a -weiffht which he would not feel. What seems 

O 

to you a crushing burden, would be to him but as the 
small dust of the balance. See 1 the Almighty bends 
his shoulders, and he says, Come, my child, put thy 
troubles here.” 


M ost of the grand truths of God have to be learned 
by trouble; they must be burned into us with 
the hot iron of aiSBiiction, otherwise we shall not truly 
receive them. No man is competent to judge in matters 
of the kingdom, until first he has been tried; since 
there are many things to be learned in the depths 
which we can never know in the heights. W*e discover 
many secrets in the caverns of the ocean, which, though 
we had soared to heaven, we never could have known. 
He shall best meet the wants of God’s people as a 
preacher who has had those wants himself; ho shall 
best comfort God’s Israel who has needed comfort; and 
he shall best preach salvation who has felt his own need 
of it. 

I F I desired to put myself into the most likely place 
for the Lord to meet with me, I should prefer the 
house of prayer, for it is in preaching, that the Word 
IS most blessed; but still I think I should eq[ually desire 
the reading of the Scriptures; for I might pause over 
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every verse, and say, Such a verse was blessed to so 
many souls ; then, why not to me? I am at least in the 
pool of Bethesda; I am lying amongst its porches, 
and who can tell but that the angel will stir the pool of 
the Word, whilst I lie helplessly by the side of it, wait- 
ing for the blessing ? ” 




O H I it is not some hectic flush upon the cheek of 
consumptive ^resolution that God counts to be 
the health of obedierice. It is not some slight obedience 
for an hour that God will accept at the day of judg- 
ment. He saith, Cursed is every one that coniimieth 
not in all things which are written in the book of the 
law to do them.” And unless from my early childhood 
to the day when my gray hairs descend into the tomb, 
I shall have continued to be obedient to God, I must be 
condemned by the law. Unless I have from the first 
dawn of reason, when I first began to be responsible, 
obediently served God, until, like a sliock of corn, I am 
gathered into my Master’s garner, salvation by works 
must be impossible to me, and I must (standing on my 
own footing), be condemned. It is not, I say, some 
slight obedience that will save the soul. Thou hast not 
continued in all things which are written in the book 
of the law,” and therefore, thou art condemned. Seek 
then the blood and merits of the Lord Jesus, by which 
alone you can escape eternal death. 
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R emember to put tlnne eyes heavenward, and 
thine heart heavenward, too. Remember that 
thou bind around thyself a golden chain, and put one 
link of it in the staple in heaven. Look unto Christ ; 
fear not. There is no stumbling when a man walks 
with his eyes up to Jesus. He that looked at the 
stars fell into the ditch; but he that looks at Christ 
walks safely. 

S O mighty is the ever-rushing torrent of sin, that no 
arm but that which is as strong as Deity can ever 
stop the sinner from being hurried down to the gulf of 
black despair, and, when nearing that gulf, so im- 
petuous is the torrent of divine wrath, that nothing can 
snatch the soul from perdition but an atonement which 
is as divine as God himself. Yet faith is the instru- 
ment of accomplishing the whole work. It delivers 
the sinner from the stream of sin, and so, laying hold 
upon the omnipotence of the Spirit, it rescues him from 
that gpat whirlpool of destruction into which his soul 
was being hurried. 


B ehold the unpillared arch of heaven; see how 
it stretches its gigantic span; and yet it falleth 
not, though it is unpropped and unhuttressed. He 
hangeth the world upon nothing.’^ What chain is it 
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that bindeth up the stars, and kecpeth them from fall- 
ing ? Lo, they float in ether, upheld by his omnipotant 
arm who hath laid the foundations of the universe. 
A Christian should be a second exhibition of God’s 
universe ; his faith should be an unpillared confidence 
resting on the past, and on the eternity to come, as the 
sure groundwork of its arch. His faith should be like 
the world ; it should hang on nothing but the promise 
of God, and have no other support but that; and he 
himself, like the stars, should float in the ether of con- 
fidence, needing nothing to uphold him but the right 
hand of the Majesty on high. 


O YE who do not know how inflexible justice is, 
stand at the foot of yon cross, and hear the dying 
groans of Jesus ; sit there and behold his looks of 
misery ; mark his lineaments of woe, and ye shall know 
how severe is justice. No man ever thought Brutus 
so severely just as when he put his own sons to death. 

Surely,” they said, “ he will spare But, no , 

the inflexible senator said, ^*^They have broken the 
laws of my country, and they shall die.” And so, in a 
higher and more sublime sense, we might never have 
known how just God was, if he had not put his own 
Son to death. Bring forth the sinner, justice I bring 
forth the sinner 1 Nay,” saith justice, “ I will let the 
sinner go free; but here is the sinner’s substitute.” 
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Bring him forth, O Justice ! Art thou the suhstitxite 
for sin ?” I am, my Father, I am.’’ Well, my Son, 
I love thee, I have loved thee 5 but since thou art 
become the substitute for sinners, I will punish on thy 
head every sin which they have committed.” Sec I the 
lash is uplifted : will it not fall gently on his shoulders ? 
He is the Son. See there 1 the sword is unsheathed. 
0 sword, sleep in thy scabbard ; he is the Son I he is 
the Son! Ay, but Son though he be, he is the 
sinner’s representative, and he must die. Mark how 
the sword unsparingly smites him; see how the rod 
falls on him ; mark how thongful after thongful of his 
quivering flesh is torn off as they lash him at Pilate’s 
pillar, mark how he bleeds at evexy pore, whilo in the 
garden he sweats under his Father’s wrath. Ohl 
brethren, God is just; but we never know that half so 
well, till in Gethsemane’s glooms and in the midst of 
Golgotha’s horrors we have tarried for awhile. Wlxat 
thinkest thou, O unpardoned man or woman ? If God 
punished his Son, surely he will punish thee. If Christ, 
who only had imputed guilt, must suff er like this, how 
wilt thou suffer I for thou hast thine own sin. If he^ 
the perfect, the pure, the spotless, must suffer so fearful 
an amount of agony, how shalt thou escape if thou dost 
neglect so great salvation? Plow hopest thou to be 
delivered, if on his Son’s head such vengeance fell ? 
Where, where wHt thou find a covering for thyself? 
Know this, that he who is awfully just, not having 
remitted the penalty, but having exacted all at Christ’s 
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hands, will snrely exact it at thine if thou dicst im- 
penitent, and if thou approachest before his bar 
unshriven and unwashed in a Saviour’s blood. 


M an is like a great icicle, which the sun of time is 
continually thawing, and which is soon to be 
water spilt upon the ground that cannot be gathered 
up. Who can recall the departed spirit, or inflate the 
lungs with a now breath of life ? Who can put vitality 
into the heart, and restore the soul from Hades? 
None. It cannot be gathered up. The place thereof 
shall know it no more for ever. But hero a sweet 
thought charms us. This water cannot be lost, 
for it shall descend into the soil to filter through 
the Rock of Ages, at last to spring up a pure foun- 
tain in heaven, cleansed, purified, and made clear as 
crystal. How terrible if, on the other hand, it should 
percolate the black earth of sin, and hang in horrid 
drops in the dark caverns of destruction I 


A nd all these — all this vast gathering of human 
souls, are joining in one cry— -all moving in one 
direction. O thought! at which the faithful well 
may weep; their cry is 8EI.E, their course is sin. 
Here and there are the chosen few struggling against 
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the mighty tide ; but the masses, the multitude, still, 
as in the days of David, are hurrying their mad 
career in search of a fancied good, and reaping the 
fruit of the futile search in disappointment, death, and 
hell. 

i«>>Ko<i 

P EEHAPS the most miserable people in the world 
are the very careful ones. You that are so anxious 
about what shall happen on the morrow, that you 
cannot enjoy the pleasures of to-day, you who have 
such a peculiar cast of mind that you suspect every 
star to be a comet, and imagine that there must be a 
volcano in every grassy mead, you that are more 
attracted by the spots in the sun than by the sun him- 
self, and more amazed by one sere leaf upon the tree 
than by all the verdure of the woods — you that make 
more of your troubles than you could do of your joys 
— I say, I think you belong to the most miserable of 
men. 

•oXKo’ 

F rom the cross of Calvary, where the bleeding 
hands of Jesus drop mercy: from the garden of 
Gethsemane, where the bleeding pores of the Saviour 
sweat pardons, the cry comes, “ Look unto me, and 
be ye saved, all the ends of the earth.” From Cal- 
vary’s summit, where Jesus cries “ It is finished,” I 
hear a shout, " Look, and be saved.” But there comes 
a vile cry from our soul, "Nay, look to yourself I look 
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to yourself!” Ah, look to yourself, and you will be 
damned. That certainly will come of it. As long as 
you look to yourself, there is no hope for you. It is 
not a consideration of what you are, but a considera- 
tion of what God is, and what Christ is, that can save 
you. It is looking from yourself to Jesus. Oh I there 
be men that quite misunderstand the gospel ; they think 
that righteousness qualifies them to come to Christ; 
whereas sin is the only qualification for a man to come 
to Jesus. Good old Crisp says, Righteousness keeps 
me from Christ ; the whole have no need of a physician, 
but they that are sick. Sin makes me come to Jesus, 
when sin is felt ; and in coming to Christ, the more sin 
I have the more cause I have to hope for mercy.” 


0^0 


Y ou cannot, though you may think you can, 
preserve a moderation in sin. If you commit 
one sin, it is like the melting of the lower glacier upon 
the Alps ; the others must follow in time. As certainly 
as you heap one stone upon the cairn to-day, the next 
day you will cast another, until the heap, reared stone 
by stone, shall become a very pyramid. Set the coral 
insect at work, you cannot decree where it shall stay 
its work. It will not build its rock just as high as you 
please, it will not stay until it shall be covered with 
weeds, until the weeds shall decay, and there shall be 
soil upon it, and an island shall be created by tiny 
creatures. Sin cannot b^ held in with bit and bridle. 
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T O know one’s self to be foolish is to stand upon the 
door-step of the temple of wisdom: to understand 
the wrongness of any position is half way towards 
amending it ; to be quite sure that our self-confidence 
is a heinous sin and folly, and an offence against God, 
and to have that thought burned into us by God’s Holy 
Spirit, is going a great length towards the absolute 
casting our self-confidence away^^ and the bringing of 
our souls in practice, as well as in theory, to rely wholly 
upon the power of God’s Holy Spirit 


L ove I thou art the sum of Godhead, thou art the 
. explanation of divinity. What is this world, this 
great world of ours, but ^^love” spelled out large? 
The stars, if we could read them rightly, spell “ love.” 
If we could interpret the language of the floods, we 
should hear them whispering love.” And could we 
gather together all flowers, and distil their essence, and 
get an extract from them all, we should find that its 
smell was love.” Every thing in this world telleth of 
love. But would you know the heights, and depths, 
and lengths, and breadths of the love of God, which 
passeth knowledge, come hither to the Cross I 


S OON, soon, the saints of earth shall be saints in 
light; their hairs of snowy age shall be crowned 
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with perpetual joy and everlasting youth ; their eye’s^, 
suffused with tears, shall be made bright as stars, never 
to be clouded again by sorrow; their hearts that 
tremble now are to be made joyous and fast for ever, 
like pillars in the temple of God. Their follies, their 
burdens, their griefs, their woes, are soon to be over ; 
sin is to be slain, corruption is to be removed, and a 
heaven of spotless purity and of uiimingled peace is to 
be theirs for ever. But it must still be by grace. As 
was the foundation such must the top-stone be ; that 
which laid on earth the first beginning, must lay in 
heaven the topmost stone. 


O H! how solemn will be that hour when we must 
struggle with the last dread enemy. Death ! The 
death-rattle is in our throat — ^we can scarc^articulate 
— we try to speak ; the death-glaze is on the eye : 
Death hath put his fingers on those windows of the 
body, and shut out the light for ever; the hands 
well-nigh refuse to lift themselves, and there we are, 
close on the borders of the grave I Ah I that moment, 
when the spirit sees its destiny; that moment of all 
moments the most solemn, when the soul looks through 
the bars of its cage, upon the world to come ! Ho, I 
cannot tell you how the spirit feels, if it be an ungodly 
spirit, when it sees a fiery throne of judgment, and 
hears the thunders of Almighty wrath, while there is 
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but a moment between it and hell. I cannot pictur© 
to you what must be the fright which men will feel, 
when they realize what they often hoard of the worm 
that dieth not, and fire the unquenchable I 

T rite friendship can only be made between true 
men, whose hearts are the soul of honour. There 
can be no lasting friendship between bad men. Bad 
men may pretend to love each other, bat their friend- 
ship is a rope of sand, which shall be broken at any 
convenient season ; but if a man have a sincere heart 
within him, and be true and noble, then we may confide 
in him. Spenser sings in fine old English verse^ — 

“ Ne, certes can that friendship long endure 
However gay and goodly be the style, 

That doth ill cause or evil end enure, 

^ Eor Vertue is the band that bindeth Harts most sure.” 

But who can find a stain in the character of Jesus, or 
who can tarnish his honour ? Has there ever been a 
spot on his escutcheon? Has his flag ever been 
trampled in the dust? Does he not stand the true 
witness in heaven, the faithful and just? Is it not 
declared of him that he is God who cannot lie ? Have 
we not found him so up to this moment ; and may we 
not, knowing that he is ^^Holy, holy, holy. Lord,” 
confide in him, that he will stick closer to us than a 
brother ? His goodness is the guarantee of his fidelity; 
he caimot fail us. 
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T his Bible is the stone that shall break in powder 
every opposing power ; this is the mighty batter- 
ing-ram that shall dash all systems of false philosophy in 
pieces ; this is the millstone that a woman may yet hurl 
upon the head of every Abimelech, and he shall utterly 
be destroyed. O Church of God I fear not ; thou shalt 
do wonders ; wise men shall be confounded, and thou 
shalt know, and they too, that he is God, and that 
beside him there is none else. 


H e who would be happy here must have friends ; 

and he who would be happy hereafter, must, 
above all things, find a friend in the world to coixxe, 
in the person of God, the Father of his people. 


A MERE profession is but painted pageantry to go 
to hell in : it is like the plumes upon the hearse 
and the trappings upon the black horses which drag 
men to their graves, the funeral array of dead souls. 
Take heed above everything of a waxen profession that 
will not stand the sun ; take care of a life that needs to 
have two faces to carry it out ; be one thing, or else 
the other. If you make up your mind to serve Satan, 
do not pretend to serve God; and if you serve God, 
serve him with all your heart. 

H 
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Y ou may think of a doctrine for ever, and get no 
good from it, if you are not already saved ; but 
think of the person of Christ, and that will give you 
faith. Take him everywhere, wherever you go, and 
try to meditate on him in your leisure moments, and 
then he will reveal himself to you, and give you peace. 

W HAT ! is Christ thy Brother, and does ho live in 
thine house, and yet thou hast not spoken to him 
for a month? I fear there is little love between thee 
and thy Brother, for thou hast had no conversation 
with him for so long. What ! is Christ the Husband of 
his church, and has she had no fellowship with him for 
all this time ? Oh, shame on such cold love I Let us 
live in daily communion with Him. 

T he bodies of the Egyptian kings, which are found 
in the tombs, are wrapped round and round 
with interminable folds of linen. Well, God’s Bible 
is like that ; it is a vast roll of white linen, woven 
in the loom of truth ; so you will have to continue un- 
winding it, roll after roll, before you get the real 
meaning of it from the very depth ; and when you have 
found, as you think, a part of the meaning, you will still 
need to keep on unwinding, unwinding, and all eternity 
you will be unwindings the words of this wondrous 
volume. 


spuegeon’s gems. 


99 


W HEN a man has fifty different pursuits, his heart 
resembles a pool of water, which is spread over 
a marsh, breeding miasma and pestilence; but when all 
his desires are brought into one gracious channel, his 
heart becomes like a river of pure water, running along 
and fertilizing the fields. 


S upposing the innumerable company of the re- 
deemed could perish, and their immortality were 
swallowed up in death, yet, even then, daily, Christ 
would be praised! If all of us had departed from the 
sphere of being — look up yonder! See yon starry liost? 
See the mighty cohorts of cherubs and seraphs ? Lot 
men be gone and they shall praise him ; let the troops 
of the glorified cease their notes, and let no sweet 
melodies ever come from the lips of sainted men and 
women ; yet the chariots of God are twenty thousand, 
even twenty thousands of angels, who always in their 
sonnets chant his praise. There is an orchestra on 
high, the music of which shall never cease, even were 
mortals extinct, and all the human race swept froiTi 
existence. Again, if angels were departed, still daily 
woxild he be praised; for, are there not worlds on 
worlds, and suns on suns, and systems on systems, that 
would for ever sing his praise ? Ye's I The ocean — 
that house of storms — would sound out his glories; the 
winds would swell the notes of his praise with their 
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ceaseless howlings; tlie tliunders would roll like drums 
in the march of the God of armies ; the illimitable void 
of ether would become vocal with song ; and space 
itself would burst forth into one universal chorus — 
Hallelujah I Hallelujah I Hallelujah! still the Lord God 
omnipotent reignethi And if these were gone, if 
creatures ceased to exist, he who ever liveth and 
reigneth, in whom all the fulness of the Godhead 
bodily dwells, would still be praised; praised in him- 
self, and glorious in himself; for the Father would 
praise the Son, and the Spirit would praise him, and 
mutually blessing one another, and rendering each 
other beatified, still daily would he be praised.” 


o>Qbi;oo — — • 


A las for thee, O sou of gaiety I that thy pulse should 
beat a march to hell. Alas I that yonder clock, like 
the muffled drum, should be the music of the funeral 
march of thy soul. Alas 1 alas I that thou shouldst 
fold thine arms in pleasure, when the knife is at thy 
heart. Alas I alas I for thee, that thou shouldst sing, 
and make merriment, when the rope is about thy 
neck, and the drop is tottering under thee I Alas I 
for thee, that thou shouldst go thy way, and live 
merrily and happily and yet be lost I Thou remindest 
me of the silly inoth that dances round about the 
flame, singeing itself for a while, and then at last 
plunging to its death. Such art thou I Young 
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woman, with thy butterfly- 
round the flame that shall destroy thee I Young man, 
light and frothy in thy conversation, gay in thy life, 
thou art dancing to hell ; thou art singing thy way to 
damnation, and promenading the road to destruction 
Alas I alasl that ye should be spinning your own 
winding-sheets; that ye should every day by your 
sins be building your own gallows ; that by your 
transgressions yc should be digging your own graves, 
and working hard to pile the faggots for your own 
eternal burning. Oh 1 that ye were wise, that ye 
understood this, that ye would consider your latter 
end. Oh I that ye would flee from the wrath to 
come ! 

A S for the common mercies we enjoy, they all sing 
of love, ’ just as the sea-shell, when we put it 
to our ear, whispers of the deep sea whence it came ; 
but ah! if ye desire to hear the ocean itself, if ye 
would hear the fulness of the floods, ye must not 
look at every-day mercies, but at the stupendous won- 
der of that mid-day night, when Christ was crucified. 

T he ancient city of refuge had round it suburbs of 
a very great extent. Two thousand cubits were 
allowed for grazing land for the cattle of the priests, and 
a thousand cubits within these for fields and vineyards. 
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Now, no sooner did the man-slayer reach tlie outside 
of the city, than he was safe; it was not necessary 
for him to get within the walls, hut the suburbs them- 
selves were sufficient protection. Learn, hence, that if 
ye do but touch the hem of Christ’s garment, yc shall 
be made whole; if ye lay hold of him with faith 
as a grain of mustard seed,” with faith which is 
scarcely a believing, but is truly a believing, you are 
safe. 

A little genuine grace ensures 

The death of all our sins/’ 

Gefwithin the borders; lay hold of the hem of Christ’s 
garment, and thou art secure. 


0^00 


¥ HAT contempt hath God poured upon the wisdom 
of this world 1 How hath he brought it to nought, 
and made it appear as nothing. He has allowed it to 
work out its own conclusions, and prove its own folly. 
Men boasted that they were wise ; they said that they 
could find out God to perfection ; and in order that 
their folly might he refuted once and for ever, God 
gave them the opportunity of so doing. He said, 
“Worldly wisdom I will try thee. Thou sayest that 
thou art mighty, that thine intellect is vast and com- 
prehensive, that thine eye is keen, that thou canst un- 
ravel all secrets ; now, behold, I try thee — I give thee 
one great prohl®m‘4o solve. Here is the universe : stars 
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make its canopy, jSelds and flowers adorn it, and the 
floods roll o’er its surface ; my name is written therein j 
the invisible things of God may be clearly seen in the 
things which are made. Philosophy, 1 give thee this 
problem — find me out. Here are my works — find me 
out. Discover in the wondrous world which I have 
made the way to worship me acceptably. I give thee 
space enough to do it, there are data enough. Behold 
the clouds, the earth and the stars. I give thee time 
enough ; I will give thee four thousand years, and I 
will not interfere I but thou shalt do as thou wilt with 
thine own world. I will give thee men in abundance ; 
for I will make great minds, and vast, whom thou shalt 
call lords of earth ; thou shalt have orators, thou shalt 
have philosophers. Find me out, 0 reason ; discover my 
nature if thou canst ; find me out unto perfection, if thou 
art able ; and if thou canst not, then shut thy mouth for 
ever, and then I will teach thee that the wisdom of God 
is wiser than the wisdom of man ; yea, that the foolish- 
ness of God is wiser than men.” And how did the reason 
of man work out the problem ? .How did wisdom per- 
form her feat ? Look upon the heathen nations ; there 
you see the result of wisdom’s researches. In the time 
of Jesus Christ, you might have beheld the earth covered 
with the slime of pollution — a Sodom on a large scale, 
corrupt, filthy, depraved, indulging in vices which we 
dare not mention, revelling in lusts too abominable to 
permit our imagination to dwell upon for a moment. 
We find the men prostrating themselves before blocks 
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of wood and stone — adoring ten thousand gods more 
vicious than themselves. We find, in fact, that reason 
wrote out her own depravity with a finger covered with 
blood and filth, and that she for over cut herself out 
from all her glory, by her vile inventions. Slie 
would not worship God, She would not bow down to 
him who is clearly seen,” but she worshipped any 
creature — the reptile that crawled, the crocodile, the 
viper — everything might he a god, but not, forsootli, 
the God of heaven. Vice might be made into a cere- 
mony, the greatest crime might he exalted into a reli- 
gion, hut true worship she knew nothing of. Poor 
reason! poor wisdom! how art thou fallen from heaven! 
Like Lucifer, thou son of the morning, thou hast fallen 
to the lowest depths. Thou hast written out thy con- 
clusion, hut it is a conclusion of consummate folly. 

After that in the wisdom of God the world by 
wisdom knew not God, it pleased God by the foolish- 
ness of preaching to save them that believe.” Wisdom 
had had its time, and time enough; it had don© 
its all, and that was little enough; it had made tli© 
world worse than it was before it stepped upon it, 
and ""now,” says God, ""foolishness shall oyercom© 
wisdom; now, ignorance, as ye call it, shall sweep 
away science; now (saith God), humble, childlike faith, 
shall crumble to the dust all the colossal systems your 
hands have piled,” He calls his army. Christ puts 
his trumpet to his mouth, and up come the wiyrriors, 
clad in fishermen’s garb, with the brogue of tihe like of 
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Galilee — poor humble mariners. Here are the war- 
riors, 0 wisdom! that are to confound thee; these are 
the heroes who shall overcome thy proud philosophers; 
these men are to plant the standard of the cross upon 
tliy ruined walls, and bid them fall for ever; these men 
and their successors are to exalt a gospel in the wqrld 
which ye may laugh at as absurd, which ye may sneer 
at as folly, but which shall be exalted above the hills, 
and shall be glorious even to the highest heavens. Since 
that day, God has always raised up successors of the 
apostles. I claim to be a successor of the apostles, not 
by any lineal descent, but because I have the same roll 
and charter as any apostle, and am as much called to 
preach the gospel as Paul himself; if not as much 
owned in the conversion of sinners, yet in a measure 
blessed of God ; and therefore, here I stand, foolish as 
Paul might be, foolish as Peter, or any of those fisher- 
men, but still with the might of God I grasp the sword 
of truth — coming here to preach Christ and him cru- 
cified, unto the Jews a stumblingblock, and unto the 
Greeks foolishness ; but unto them which are called, 
both Jews and Greeks, Christ the power of God and 
wisdom of God.” 


O H Infidelity I abortion of the night, thou hast been 
condemned a thousand times. Thou art a Protean 
creature, changing thy shape as ages change. One© 
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then wast a laughing idiotic plaything for Voltaire^ 
then a bullying blasphemer with Tom Paine, then a 
cruel blood-drinking fiend fit for Robespierre, anon a 
speculating theorist with Owen, and now a worldly gross 
secularizing thing for impious lecturers and profane 
admirers. I fear thee not, infidelity : thou art an asp, 
biting at iron, spending thy spleen, and breaking thy 
fangs. My friends, did you ever walk the centuries, 
and mark the rise and fall of various empires of unbe- 
lief? If so, you will seem to be on a battle-field, and 
you see corpses ; you ask the name of the dead, and 
some one replies, That is the corpse of such a system, 
and that the carcase of such a theory;” and, mark you, 
as surely as time rolls on, the now rampant style of in- 
fidelity will perish, and in fifty years we shall see the 
skeleton of an exploded scheme, and of its admirers the 
epitaph will be — Here lies a fool, called of old, a 
secularist.” Now, what shall we say of Mormonism— 
the haggard superstition of the west, or of Puseyism — 
.the express image of popery, or of Socinian and Arian 
heresies, of Arminian perversions, or of Antinomian 

abuse? What shall we say of each, but that their 

♦ 

death-knell shall soon toll, and these children of hell 
shall sink hack to their birth-place in the pit And 
yon old and crazy church upon the seven hills, has 
dared to hurl its anathemas at the saints of the 
Lord; stm doth she hold the wine-cup of abomination; 
stiH is she robed in scarlet, and her .sway is over many 
waters ; but she shall be condemned in judgment Lo, 
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the millstone in the hand of the archangel hastens to its 
fall, and Babylon the great shall perish with a terrible 
overthrow. Shout, 0 heavens, for the Lord hath done 
it ; sing, O ye inhabitants of the earth, for the promise 
is accomplished, and every opposing tongue condemned. 


I , WILL make all my goodness pass before thee^ What 
a panorama ! What a series of dissolving views 1 
What sight upon sight, each one melting into the 
other ! Could I stand here this morning, and borrow 
the eloquence of an angel; could I speak to you as I 
might wish — but, alas I I cannot break these bonds that 
hold my stammering tongue — could I loose these lips, 
and speak as angels speak, then I could tell you some-- 
thing, but not much of the goodness of God ; for it is 
past our finding out.” Since I cannot utter it myself, 
I would invoke all creation to be vocal in his praise. 
Ye hills, lift up your voices, let the shaggy woods upon 
your summits wave with adoration. Ye valleys, fill the 
air with the bleatings of your sheep and the lowing of 
your cattle. Ye that have life, if ye have voices, tune 
his praise; and if ye walk in silence, let your joyful 
motions show the thanks ye cannot speak. Oh, ye trees 
of the field clap your hands, ye winds in solemn har- 
mony chant to his glory. Thou ocean, with thy myriad 
waves, in all thy solemn pomp, thy motion to and fro, 
forget not him who bids a thousand fleets sweep over 
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tliee in vain, and writes no furrow on thy ever youthful 
brow. And you, ye storms, howl out his greatness ; 
let your thunders roll like drums in the march of the 
God of armies ; let your liglitnings write his name in 
fire upon the midnight darkness; let the illimitable 
void of space become one mouth for song ; and let the 
unnavigated ether, through its shoreless depths, bear 
through the infinite remote the name of him who is ever 
good and doeth good. 


T he saints in Jesus, while their bodies sleep in 
death, have perpetual fellowship with him — ay, 
better fellowship than we can enjoy. We have but the 
transitory glimpse of his face; they gaze upon it 
every moment. We see him in a glass, darkly;” 
they behold him ^^face to face.” We sip of the brook 
by the way ; they plunge into the very ocean of un- 
bounded love. We sometimes look up, and see our 
Father smile; look whenever they may, his face is 
always full of smiles for them. We have some honeyed 
drops of comfort; but they get the honeycomb ilwlf. 
They have their cup filled with new wine, running over 
with perennial, unalloyed delights. They are full of 
peace, full of joy for ever. They sleep in Jesus.” 
Such a description of death makes us wish to sleep too. 
0 Lord, let us go to sleep with the departed! 0 
happy hour 1 when a clod of the valley shall be our 
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pidow ! Though it be hard, we shall sleep as sweetly 
as Jacob at Bethel. Happy hour, when earth shall be 
our bed I Cold shall be the clay, but we shall not know 
it; we shall slumber in serenity. The worm shall hold 
carnival within our bones, and corruption shall riot 
o’er our frame ; but we shall not feel it Corruption 
can but feed on the corruptible; mortality can but 
prey upon the mortal. The glox’Ified spirit shall be far 
beyond the reach of decay. 


S ALVATION is God’s highest glory. He is glori- 
fied in every dewdrop that twinkles in the morn- 
ing sun. He is magnified in every wood flower that 
blossoms in the copse, although they live to blush un- 
seen, and waste their sweetness in the forest air. God 
is glorified in every bird that warbles on the spray ; 
in every lamb that skips the mead. Do not the fishes 
in the sea praise him ? From the tiny minnow to the 
huge Leviathan, do not all creatures that swim the 
^ater bless and praise his name ? Do not all created 
things extol him? Is there aught beneath the sky, 
save man, that does not glorify God? Do not the 
stars exalt him, when they write his name upon the 
azure of heaven in their golden letters ? Do not the 
lightnings adore him when they flash his brightness 
m arrows of light, piercing the midnight darkneis? 
Do not thunders extol him when they sound like the 
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footsteps of Jehovah, shaking the spheres? Do. not all 
things exalt him, from the least even to the greatest? 
But sing, sing, O Universe, till thou hast exhausted thy- 
self, thou canst not afford a song so sweet as the song of 
Incarnation. Though creation may be a majestic organ 
of praise, it cannot reach the compass of the golden 
canticle — Incarnation ! There is more in that than in 
creation, more melody in Jesus in the manger, than 
there is in worlds on worlds rolling their grandeur 
round the throne of the Most High. 


W HEN God would build for himself a palace of 
living stones, whence did he bring them ? Did 
he go tolhe quarries of Paros ? Hath he brought forth 
the richest and purest marble from the quarries of per- 
1 fection ? No, ye saints, look to “ the hole of the pit 
I whence ye were digged, and to the rock whence ye 
\ were hewn ! ” Ye were full of sin j so far from being 
^ stones that were white with purity, ye W'ere black with 
defilement by nature, utterly unfit to be stones in the 
spiritual temple, which should be the dwelling-place ef 
the Most High. And yet he chose you to be trophies 
/of his grace, and of his power to save. When Solomon 
built for himself a palace, he built it of cedar; but 
i when God would build for himself a dwelling for ever 
ihe jCut not down the goodly cedars, but he dwelt in a 
jbush, and hath preserved it as his memorial for ever, 
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The God that dwelt in the bush.” Goldsmiths make 
exquisite forms from precious material; they fashion 
the bracelet and the ring from gold ^God maketh his 
precious things out of base material ; and from the 
black pebbles of the defiling brooks he hath taken up 
stones, which he hath set in the golden ring of his 
immutable love, to make them sparkle on his finger 
for ever. He hath not selected the best, but the ; 
worst of men, to be the monuments of his grace. 
When he would have a choir in heaven that should 
with tongues harmonious sing his praises — a chorus 
that should for ever chant hallelujahs loader than 
the noise of many waters, and like great thunders, did 
he send Mercy down to seek earth’s songsters, and cull 
from us those who have the sweetest voices? No! ? 
He said, Go, Mercy, and find out the dumb, 4nd touch 
their lips, and make them sing. The virgin tongues 
that never sang my praise before, that have been silent 
till now, shall break forth in rhapsodies sublime, and 
they shall lead the song ; even angels shall but attend 
behind, and catch the notes from the lips of those who 
once were dumb; ^The tongue of the dumb shall sing.’” 

I F by any accident I had killed my best earthly friend, 

I would go mourning all my days ; but since I have 
slain my Saviour by my own accursed sin, let me carry 
to my grave my grief for my iniquity. 


112 


SPURGEON’S GEMS. 


0 HYPOCEITE, thou thinkest that thou shalt excel, 
because the minister has been duped, and gives 
thee credit for a deep experience ; because the deacons 
have been entrapped and think thee to be eminently 
godly; because the church members receive thee to 
their houses, and think thee a dear child of God! 
Poor soul ! mayhap thou mayest go to thy grave with 
the delusion in thy brain that all is right with thee ; 
but remember, though like a sheep thou art laid in 
thy grave, Death will find thee out. He will say to 
thee, olf with thy mask, man I away with all thy robes I 
Up with that whitewashed sepulchre 1 Take off that 
green turf; let the worms be seen. Out with the 
body; let us see the reeking corruption! And what 
wilt thou say when thine abominably corrupt and filthy 
heart shall Be opened before the sun, and men and 
angels hear thy lies and hypocrisies laid bare before 
them? Wilt thou play the hypocrite then ? Hypocrite, 
arise, and sing God’s praises in the day of judgment 
with false lip ! Tell him now, while a widow’s house 
is in your throat, tell him that you love him I Come, 
now, thou that devourest the fatherless, thou that 
stealest, thou that dost uncleanness 1 tell him now that 
thou didst make thy boast in the Lord I tell him that 
thou didst walk in his streets; tell him thou didst 
make it known that thou wert one of the excellent of 
the earth ! What I man, is thy babbling tongue silent 
for once ? What is the matter with th^e? ^Thou wast ^ 
aever slow to talk of thy godlmess. Speak out, and 
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say took the sacramental cup ; 1 was a professor/^ 
Oil, liow changed! The whitewashed sepulchre has 
become white in another sense; he is white with 
horror. See now; the talkative has become dumb; 
the boaster is silent; the formalist’s garb is rent to 
rags, the moth has devoured their beauty ; their 
gold has become tarnished, and their silver can- 
kered. Ah ! it must be so with every man who has 
thus belied God and his own conscience. 


T here never shall come a day when the church 
shall be bereft of mighty champions for the truth, 
who shun not to declare the whole counsel of God; 
but continually, to the latest period of time, men shall 
be raised up to preach free grace in all its sove- 
reignty, in all its omnipotence, in all its perseverance, 
in all its immutability. Until the sun grows dim with 
age, and the comets cease their mighty revolutions — 
till all nature quakes and totters with old age, and, 
palsied with disease, doth die away — ^the voice of the 
ministry must and shall be heard, ^^and daily shall 
Christ be praised.” Men cannot put out the light of 
Christianity; the pulpit is still the Thermopyla of 
Christendom, and if there were but two godly ministers, 
they would stand in the pass and repulse a thousand — 
yea, ten thousand. All the hosts of mankind shall never 
vanquish the feeble band of Christ’s followers, while he 

X 
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sends forth his ministers. On this we rely as a sure 
word of prophecy: ^^Thy teachers shall no more he re- 
moved into a corner;” and we believe that by this 
ministry daily shall Christ be praised. 


H eaven is a place of complete victory and gloriom 
triumph This is the battle-field; there is the 
triumphal procession. This is the land of the sword 
and the spear; that is the land of the wreath and 
the crown. This is the land of the garment rolled in 
blood and of the dust of the fight; that is the land of 
the trumpet’s joyful sound, the white robe, and the 
shout of conquest. Oh, what a thrill of joy shall shoot 
through the diearts of all the blessed when their con- 
quests shall be complete in heaven, when death itself, 
the last of foes, shall be slain — when Satan shall be 
dragged captive at the chariot wheels of Christ — 
when the mighty Saviour shall have overthrown sin 
and trampled corruption as the mire of the streets — 
when the great shout of universal victory shall rise 
from the hearts of all the redeemed I 

T he eagle is a bird noted for its swiftness. I 
remember reading an account of an eagle attack- 
ing a fish-hawk^ which had obtained some booty from 
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the deep^ and was bearing it aloft. The Imwk dropped 
the fish, which fell towards the water ; but before the 
fish had reached the ocean^ the eagle had flown more 
swiftly than the fish could fall, and catching it in its 
beak, it flew away with it The swiftness of the eagle 
is almost incalculable ; you see it, and it is gone ; you 
see a dark speck in the sky yonder ; it is an eagle soar- 
ing ; let the fowler imagine that by-and-bye he shall 
overtake it on some mountain’s craggy peak, it shall be 
gone long before he reaches it. Such is our life. It is 
like an eagle hasting to its prey ; not merely an eagle 
flying in its ordinary course, but an eagle hasting to its 
prey. Life appears to be hasting to its prey — the prey 
is the body ; life is ever fleeing from insatiate death ; 
but death is too swift to be outrun, and as an eagle 
overtakes his prey, so shall death. 


saw but yesterday a strong man in your neigh- 
X bourhood brought to the grave by sudden death ; 
it is but a month ago that you heard the bell toll for 
one whom once you knew and loved, who procrasti- 
nated and procrastinated until he perished in procras- 
tination. You have had strange things happen in your 
very street, and the voice of God has been spoken 
loudly through the lip of Death to you. Ay, and you 
have had warnings too in your own body, you have 
been sick with fever, you have been brought to the 
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jaws of the grave, and you have looked down into the 
bottomless vault of destruction. It is not long ago 
since you were given up : all said they might prepare 
a coffin for you, for your breath could not long be in 
your body. Then you turned your face to the wall 
and prayed; you vowed that if God would spare you 
you would live a goodly life, that you would repent of 
your sins; but to your own confusion you are now 
just what you were. Ah! let me tell you, your guilt 
is more grievous than that of any other man, for you 
have sinned presumptuously, in the very highest sense 
in which joxi could have done so. Ton have sinned 
against reproofs, but what is worse still, you have 
sinned against your own solemn oaths and covenants, 
and against the promises that you made to God. He 
who plays with fire must be condemned as careless ; 
but he who has been burned out once, and afterwards 
plays with the destroying element, is worse than care- 
less ; and he who has himself been scorched in the 
flame, and has had his locks all hot and crisp with 
the burning, if he again should rush headlong into fire, 
I say he is 'worse than careless, he is worse than pre- 
sumptuous, he is mad. But I have some such here. 
They have had warnings so terrible that they might 
have known better ; they have gone into lusts which 
have brought their bodies into sickness, and perhaps 
this day they have crept up to this house, and they 
dare not tell to their neighbour who stands by their 
side what is the loathsomeness that even now doth 
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breed upon their frame. And yet they will go back to 
the same lusts ; the fool will go again to the stocks, the 
sheep will lick the knife that is to slay him. You will 
go on in your lust and in your sins, despite warnings, 
despite advice, until you perish in your guilt How 
worse than children are grown-up men ! " The child 
who goes for a merry slide upon a pond, if he be told 
that the ice will not bear him, starteth back affrighted, 
or if he daringly cx'eepeth upon it, how soon he leaves 
it, if he hears but a crack upon the slender covering of 
the water! But you men have conscience, which tells 
you that your sins are vile, and that they will be your 
ruin; you hear the crack of sin, as its thin sheet of 
pleasure gives way beneath your feet ; ay, and some of 
you have seen your comrades sink in the flood, and lost, 
and yet ye go sliding on, worse than childish, worse 
than mad are you thus presumptuously to play with 
your own everlasting state. 0 my God, how terrible 
is the presumption of some I How fearful is presump- 
tion in any! Oh! that we may be enabled to cry, 
ICeep back thy servant also from presumptuous sins.’' 


O H! ye kind and affectionate hearts, who are not 
rich in wealth, but who are rich in love— and 
that is the world’s best wealth — ^put the golden coin of 
love to Jesus among your silver ones, and it will sanc- 
tify them. Get Christ’s love shed abroad in yohr 
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hearts^ and your mother’s love, your daughter’s love, 
youi' husband’s love, your wife’s love, will become more 
sweet than ever. The love of Christ casts not out tlie 
love of relatives, but it sanctifies our loves, and makes 
them sweeter far. Remember the love of men and 
women is very sweet; but all must pass away; and 
what will you do if you have no wealth but the wealth 
that faileth, and no love but' the love which dies, when 
death shall come! Oh! to have the love of Christ! 
You can take that across the river of death with you ; 
you can wear it as your bracelet in heaven, and set it 
up as a seal upon your hand; for his love is strong as 
death and mightier than the grave.” 

T here is not a place beneath which a believer 
walks that is free from snares. Behind every tree 
there is the Indian with his barbed arrow; behind 
every bush there is the lion seeking to devour; under 
every piece of grass there lieth the adder. Every- 
where we are in danger, and need the protection of the 
Most High. 

T rue religion makes us happy ; it lights up the eye 
like the lamps of heaven ; it makes our foot bound 
over this weary earth, and makes our soul elastic. 
They who have most religion will have least of misery, 
for religion will turn their bitterest draughts of grief 
into cups of joy. 
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B ehold him whom thou canst not behold ! Lift 
up thine eyes to the seventh heaven ; see where, 
in dreadful majesty, the brightness of his skirts makes 
the angels veil their faces, lest the light, too strong 
for even them, should smite them with eternal blind- 
ness. See ye him, who stretched the heavens like a 
tent to dwell in, and then did weave into their tapestry, 
with golden needle, stars that glitter in the darkness 
Mark ye him who spread the earth, and created max 
upon it. And hear ye what he is- He is all-sufficient, 
eternal, self-existent, unchangeable, omnipotent, om- 
niscient! Wilt thou not reverence him? He is 
good, he is loving, he is kind, he is gracious I See the 
bounties of his providence; behold the plenitude of 
his grace I Wilt thou not love Jehovah, because he is 
Jehovah? 


■oXKo« 


I T seems too costly for him who is the Prince of 
Life and Glory to let his fair limbs be tortured in 
agony ; that the hands which carried mercies should 
be pierced with accursed nails ; that the temples that 
were always clothed with love should have cruel 
thorns driven through them. It appears too much 
for such poor worms as we. Oh I weep, Christian, 
and let your wonder rise. Is not the price all but 
too great, that your beloved should for you resign 
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fl'^HE devil is a cunning enemy; he knows our weak 
X points ; he has been dealing with men for these 
last six thousand years; he knows all about them. 
He is possessed of a gigantic intellect, though he be a 
fallen spirit; and he is easily able to discover where 
our sore places are, and there it is he immediately 
attacks us. If we be like Achilles, and cannot be 
wounded anywhere but in our heel, then at the heel 
he will send his dart, and nowhere else. 


T here are some who are like the fabled swan. 

The ancients said the swan never sang in his 
life-time, but always sang just when he died. Now, 
there are many of God’s desponding children, who 
seem to go all their life under a cloud; btit they 
get a swan’s song before they die. The river of their 
life comes running down, from the hills, black and 
miry with troubles, but when it begins to touch the 
white foam of the sea there is a glistening in its 
waters. Beloved, though we may have been very 
much dispirited by reason of the burden of the way, 
when we get to the end we shall have sweet songs. 
Are you afraid of dying? Oh I never be afraid of 
that; be afraid of living. Living is the only thing 
which can do any mischief; dying never can hurt a 
Christian. Afraid of the grave? It is like the bath 
of Esther, in which she lay for a time, to purify her- 
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self with spiceS;, that " she might be fit for her lord* 
The grave fits the body for heaven. There it lieth 
and corruption, earth, and worms, do but refine and 
purify our flesh. Be not afraid of dying; it is not a 
long process. Death is emancipation and deliverance 
to a child of God. Never fear it; it will be a singing 
time. You are afraid of dying, because of the pains 
of death. Nay, they are the pains of life — of life 
struggling to continue. Death has no pain ; death itself 
is but one gentle sigh — the fetter is broken, and the 
spirit fled. The best moment of a Christian’s life is 
his last one, because it is the nearest heaven; and then 
it is that he begins to strike the key-note of the song 
which he shall sing to all eternity. 


I T is marvellous that the men who most of all rail 
at faith are remarkable for credulity. One of the 
greatest unbelievers in the world, who has called 
himself a free-thinker from his birth, is to be found 
now tottering into his tomb, believing the veriest 
absurdity that a child might confute. Not caring to 
have God in their hearts, forsaking the living fountain, 
they have hewn out to themselves cisterns which are 
broken, and hold no water. Oh ! that we may each 
of us be more wise, that we may not forsake the good 
old path, nor leave the way that God hath prepared for 
us. What wonder we should travel amongst thorns 
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and briars, and rend our own flesh, or worse than that, 
fall among dark moxintains, and be lost amongst the 
chasms thereof, if we despise the guidance of an 
unerring Father. 


I T may be, that during a sermon two men are 
listening to the same truth ; one of them hears as 
attentively as the other and remembers as much of it; 
the other is melted to tears or moved with solemn 
thoughts ; but the one though equally atrentive, sees 
nothing in the sermon, except, may be, certain im- 
portant truths well set forth; as for the other, his heart 
is broken within him and his soul is melted. Ask me 
how it is that the same truth has an effect upon this 
man, and not upon his fellow; I reply, because the 
mysterious Spirit of the living God goes with the truth 
to one heart and not to the other. Yonder sinner only 
feels the force of truth, and that may be strong enough 
to make him tremble, like Felix; but this man 
feels the Spirit going with the truth, the Spirit which 
renews the man, regenerates him, and causes him to 
pass into that gracious condition which is called the 
state of salvation. This change takes place instanta- 
neously. It is as miraculous a change as any miracle 
of which we read in Scripture. It is supremely 
supemattiralv It may be mimicked, but no imiWion 
of it can be teue and reak Men mav pretend to be 
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regenerated without the Spirit, but regenerated they 
cannot be. It is a change so marvellous that the high- 
est attempts of man can never reach it. We may 
reason as long as we please, but we cannot reason our- 
selves into regeneration; we may meditate till our 
hairs are gray with study, but we cannot meditate our- 
selves into the new birth. That is worked in us by the 
sovereign will of God alone. 




0 CHILD of God ! death jliath lost its sting, be- 
cause the deviFs power over it is destroyed. 
Then cease to fear dying. Thou knowest what death 
is: look him in the face, and tell him thou art not 
afraid of him. Ask grace from God, that by an inti- 
mate knowledge and a firm belief of thy Master's death, 
thou mayest be strengthened for that dread hour. And 
mark me, if thou so livest, thou mayest be able to think 
of death with pleasure, and to welcome it when it comes 
with intense delight. It is sweet to die : to lie upon 
the breast of Christ, and have one's soul kissed out of 
one’s body by the lips of divine affection. And you 
that have lost friends, or that may be bereaved, sorrow 
not as those that are without hope ; for remember the 
power of the devil is taken away. What a sweet 
thought the death of Christ brings us concerning those 
who are departed ! They are gone, my brethren ; but 
do you know how far they have gone ? The distance 
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between the glorified spirits in heaven and the militant 
saints on earth seems great : but it is not so. W e 

not far from home# 

“ One gentle sigh the spirit breaks, 

We scarce can say *ti8 gone, 

Before the ransom’d spirit takes 
Its station neajr the throne.” 


We measure distance by time. We are accustomed to 
say that a certain place is so many hours from us. If it 
is a hundred miles off, and there is no railroad, we tliiiik 
it a long way ; if there is a railway we think we can be 
there in no time. But how near must we say heaven 
IS ? For it is ]ust one sigh and we got there. Why, 
my brethren, our departed friends are only in the upper 
room, as it were, of the same house ; they have not 
gone far off ; they are up stairs and we are down below. 


— — #o 


M ark ANTONY yoked two lions to his chariot ; 

but there are two lions no man ever yoked to- 
gether yet — the lion of the tribe of Judah, and the 
lion of the pit. These can never go together. Two 
opinions you may hold in politics, perhaps, but then 
you will be despised by everybody, unless you are of 
one opinion or the other, and act as an independent 
mam. But two opinions in the matter of soul-religion 
you 'cannot hold. If Q-od be Q-od, sarve him, and do 
it thoroughly 5 but if this world be Gt>4 serve it, and 
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make no profession of religion. If you are a worldling, 
and think the things of the world the best, serve them; 
devote yourself to them; do not be kept back by 
conscience, spite your conscience, and run into sin. 
But, remember, if the Lord be your God, you cannot 
have Baal too ; you must have one thing or else the 
other. ISTo man can serve two mastersJ*^ If God be 
served he will be a master, and if the devil be served 
he will not be long before he will be a master ; and 
^^ye cannot serve two masters.'*^ Oh I be wise, and 
think not that the two can be mingled together. 


I T is said that where the most beautiful cacti grow, 
there the most venomous serpents are found at the 
root of every plant. And it is so with sin. Your fair- 
est pleasures will harbour your grossest sins. Take 
care — take care of your pleasures. Cleopatra’s asp was 
introduced in a basket of flowers ; so are our sins often 
l)rought to us in the flowers of our pleasures. 


W ELL, ye poor distressed, ye mourning souls, are 
ye seeking to have joy in your hearts ? Come, 
let me take you to Calvary. Your desponding hearts 
can never mourn long with the air of Calvary round 
you. Ready-to-halt never leaned on his crutches when 
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he went by the cross ; for once^ good man, he walked 
without them. Faint-heart never carried his faint heart 
when he clasped that cross. No; his heart was as 
strong as Valiant-for-truth’s, when ho was there. Are 
you often given to depression of spirits ? Do you labour 
under despondency. Let me for once prescribe to you, 
let me recommend you something which will effectually 
cure you. When thou art low and miserable, go into 
thy chamber, and there on thy knees think of him who 
groaned in Gethsemane, and thou wilt say, What are 
all my sorrows compared with his ? ” Go up, then, 
think of Calvary, and when thou hast been there a little 
while, sing to thyself — 

“ Oh! how sweet to view tlie flowing 
Of his soul-redeeming blood, 

With divine assurance knowing 
That he made ray peace with God.” 

Or if thou canst not reach so high a flight as that, still 
say — 

“ Here Td sit for ever viewing 
Mercy’s strearni in streams of blood, 

Precious drops my soul bedewing, 

Plead and claim my peace with God,” 

An infallible remedy for misery is the cross. If thou 
wilt mix the cross in thy cup, thou wilt find it like Ac 
tlree cast into the fountain of Mara, it will make the 
water thereof sweet If thou wilt take some of the 
gall CWst drank — that gall is marvellous — ^it maketh 
all other galls siveet If thou wilt cut some of the 
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shivers from the tree on which he hnng, and prick thy 
veins when they are too full of murmuring lust, and 
therefore make thy spirit low and miserable, then the 
heavenly lancet shall effect its cure, and thou shalt 
know that Christ’s cross maketh thee happy. The 
happiest men are those who know most of Christ. 


r OU may think to live very well without Christ 
but you cannot afford to die without him. You 
can stand very securely at present, but death will 
shake your corfidence. Your tree may be fair now, 
but when the wind comes, if it has not its roots in the 
Hock of Ages, down it must come. You may think 
your worldly pleasures good, but they will then turn 
bitter as wormwood in your taste; worse than gal 
shall be the daintiest of your drinks, when you shall 
come to the bottom of your poisoned bowl. 


Y OU may well conceive how swiftly the mariner 
flies from a threatening storm, or seeks the port 
where he will find his home. You have sometimes 
seen how the ship cuts through the billows, leaving 
a white furrow behind her, and causing the sea to boil 
around her. Such is life, says J ob, like the swift 
shipB,’’ when the sails are filled by the wind, and the 
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vessel daslies on, dividing a passage through the 
crowded water. Swift are the ships, hut swifter far is 
life. The %vind of time bears me along. I cannot 
stop its motion; I may direct it with the rudder of 
God’s Holy Spirit; I may, it is true, take in some 
small sails of sin, which might hurry my days on 
faster than otherwise they would go ; but nevertheless, 
like a swift ship, my life must speed on its way until it 
reaches its haven. Where is that haven to be ? Shall 
it be found in the land of bitterness and barrenness, 
that dreary region of the lost? Or shall it be that 
sweet haven of eternal peace, where not a troubling 
wave can ruffle the quiescent glory of my spirit ? 
Wherever the haven is to be, that truth is the same, 
we are “ like the swift ships.” 


T here is one great event, which every day attracts 
more admiration than do the sun, and moon, and 
stars, when they march in their courses. That event 
is, the death of our Lord Jesus Christ. To it the 
eyes of all the saints who lived before the Christian 
era were always directed; and backwards, through 
the thousand years of history, the eyes of all modern 
.saints are looking. Upon Christ, the angels in heaven 
perpetually gaze. « Which things the angels desire to . 
look into,” said the apostle. Upon Christ, the myriad 
eyes of the redeemed are perpetually fixed; and 
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thousands of pilgrims, through this world of tears, 
have no higher object for their faith, and no better 
desire for their vision, than to see Christ as he is in 
heaven, and in communion to behold his persom 
Beloved, we shall have many with us, whilst we turn 
our face to the Mount of Calvary. We shall not be 
Bolitaiy spectators of the fearful tragedy of our 
Saviour’s death : wo shall but dart our eyes to that 
place which is the focus of heaven’s joy and delight — 
the cross of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 




H appy is the nation which is blessed with the 
nieaua of grace. No man was ever saved by 
thenimms of grace apart from the Holy Spirit. You 
may hear the sermons of the man whom God dolighteth 
to honour 5 ye may select from all your divines the 
writings of the man whom God did bless with a double 
p(jrtion of his Holy Spirit ; ye may attend every meeting 
for prayer ; ye may turn over tlio leaves of this blessed 
book, the Bible; but in all this, there is no life for 
the soul apart from the breath of tlie Divine Spirit. 
Use these xneans, wo exhort you to use them, and use 
them diligently; but recollect that in none of these 
means is there anything that can benefit you unless 
God the Holy Spirit shall own and crown them. 
These are like the conduit pipes of the market-place ; 
wiien the fountain-head floweth with water, then they 
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are full, and we derive a blessinrr from them, 
but if the stream be stayed, if the fountain houtl 
ceases to ffive forth its current, then these are wells 

O 

without water, clouds without rain ; and ye may g() 
to ordinances as an Arab turns to his skin bottle when 
it is dry, and with your parched lips yo may suck tlic 
wind and drink the whirlwind, but receive neither 
comfort, nor blessing, nor instruction, fronr tire meaius 
of grace. 


— <K)>ai<o«- — 

I F little things have done great things, let ns try to 
do great things also. You know not, ye atonrs, 
but that your destiny is sublime. Try and make it 
so by faith; and the least of yon may ho mighty 
through the strength of God. Oh for grace to trust 
God, and there is no telling whatyo can do. Worms, 
ye are nothing, but yo have eaten princes, yc have 
devoured the roots of cedars, and laid them level 
with the earth, ye have piled rocks iti tim deep, 
deep sea, and wrecked mighty navies ; yo have eaten 
through the keel of the proudest ship tluit ever sailed 
the ocean. 0 little worms, if ye have done this, what 
cannot we do? your strength lies in your mouths; 
our strength lies in ours too. We will use out mouths 
in prayer, and in constant adoration, and we shall 
conquer yet, for God is with us, and victory ti 
sure. 
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I T would be presumption for any man to climb to 
the top of the spire of a churchy and stand upon 
his head, but he might come down safe if 

he were skilled in it.” Yes, but it is presumptuous. 

I would no more think of subscribing a farthing to a 
man’s ascent in a balloon, than I would pay a poor 
wretch to cut his own throat. I would no more 
think of standing and gazing at any man who puts 
his life in a position of peril, than I would of paying 
a man to l)low his brains ont. I think such things, 
if not murders, are murderous. 

— <h3>3*-;o« 

W HILST thou hast a rag of thine own thou slialt 
never have Christ; whilst thou hast a farthing 
of thine own righteousness, thou shalt never have him ; 
but when thou art nothing, Christ is thine; when thou 
hast nothing of thyself to trust to, Jesus Christ in the 
gospel is thy complete Saviour ; he bids me tell thee 
he came to seek and to save such as thou art. 




rnillCRE is no difference, by nature, between tbe 
[ elect uikI otliors: those wbo are now glorified in 
heaven, and wbo walk tbe golden streets, clad in 
robes of purity, wore by nature as unholy, and as 
far fi'oiiii original righteousness, as those who, by 
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their own rejection of Christ, and by their love of sin, 
have brought themselves into the pit of ctornul torment 
as a punishment for their iniquities. Ihe only reason 
why there is a difference between those who are in 
heaven and those who are in hell, rests with di\ine 
grace, and with divine grace alone. Those in heaven 
must inevitably have been cast away, had nut everlast- 
ing mercy stretched out its hand and redeemed them. 
They were by nature not one whit superior to othi'rs. 
They would as certainly have rejected Christ, and have 
trodden under foot the blood of Jesus, as did those who 
were cast away, if grace — free grace — had not prc^- 
vented them from committing this sin. Tlie reason why 
they are Christians is not because they did naturally 
will to be so, nor because tliey did by nature desire to 
know Christ, or to be found of him ; but thi^y are now 
saints, simply because God made them so. II<* gnvt» 
them the desire to be saved; he put into them tlu» will 
to seek after him; he helped them in tluar sei'kingH, 
and afterward brought tliem to feel that peace which is 
the fruit of justification. But by nature tlH‘y were 
just the same as others; and if there is any differemH* 
we are obliged to say that the difference does not lie in 
their favour. In very many cases, we who now re- 
joice in hope of the gloiy of God,” wan*e the very 
worst of men. There are multitudes who mm Iik‘sH 
God for their redemption who once cursed him— why 
implored as frequently as they dared to do, with oaths 
and swearing, that the curse of God might rest upon 
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tla-ir Icllows and upon themselves. Many of the Lord’s 
anointed were once the very castaways of Satan, the 
sweepings of society, the refuse of the earth, those 
whom no man cares for — who were called outcasts, but 
whom God hath now called desired ones, seeing he 
hath loved them. 


oot<xo« 

W E often hear Christian persons complain that they 
cniniot love the Saviour. That is a common 
complaint, hut there is one easy cure for it The more 
you live with Christ the better you love him. 


ri’'TIERE is enough tinder in the heart of the best 
I men in the world to light a fire that shall burn to 
the lowest hell, unless God should quench the sparks 
as they fall. There is enough corruption,, depravity, 
and wickedness in the heart of the most holy man that 
is now alive to damn his soul to all eternity, if free and 
sovereign grace does not prevent. 0 Christian ! thou 
linst need for constant caution. But I think I hear you 
saving, “Is thy servant a dog that I should do this 
thing?” So said Hazael, when the prophet told him 
that he wovdd slay his master ; hut he went home, and 
took a wet cloth and spread it over his master’s face 
and choked him, and did the next day the sin which he 
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abhorred before^ Think it not enough to abl 
you may yet &11 into it. Say not, never 

drunken, for I have such an abhorrence of dL: 
ness;’’ thou mayest fall where thou art most 
Say not, I can never blaspheme God, for 
never done so in my life;” take care, you r 
swear most profanely. Job might have said,, 
never curse the day of my birth;” but he live 
it. He was a patient man; he might have i 
will never murmur ; though he slay me, yet wi 
in him;” and yet he lived to wish that the <3 
darkness wherein he was brought forth. 
then, 0 Christian! by faith thou standeth. 
that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fal! 


ooXXoo 


D O not try to pump yourselves up into i 
degree of love to Christ by some extrs 
means. Go and live with him, meditate x: 
continually, picture to yourself his sufferings 
and then you will love him. 




D oubt the Etemall Distrust the Orr: 

O traitorous fear I thinkest thou that 
which piled the heavens, and sustains tT 
of the earth, shall ever he palsied? J 
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brow whicli eternal ages have failed to sQathe, at 
hist ho furrowed hy old age? What 1 Shall the Eter- 
nal fail thoc? God is too wise to err, too good to he 
unkind; leave oft' doubting him, and begin to trust 
him: for in so doing thou wilt put a crown on his 
head; but in doubting him, thou dost trample his 
crown beneath thy feet. 


K hlEP prayer going; do not neglect your prayer 
meetings. Christmas Evans gives us a good idea 
a bout prayer. He says, “Prayer is the rope in the 
belfry; we pull it, and it rings the hell up in heaven.” 
And BO it is. Mind you keep that hell going. Pull it 
wtrll. Come up to prayer meetings. Keep on pulling 
it; and though the bell is up so high that you cannot 
hear it ring, depend upon it it can he heard in the 
tower of heaven, and is ringing before the throne of 
God, who will give you answers of peace according to 
ymir faith. May your faith he large and plentiful, 
and 80 will your answers he I 


— — 


W E never read that Joshua’s hand was weary with 
wielding the sword, but Moses’ hand was weary 
with holding the rod. The more spiritual the duty, 
the more apt w-o are to tire of it. We could stand and 
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preach all day; but we could not pray all day. We 
could go forth to see the sick all day ; biit we could 
not be in our closets all day one half so easily. To 
spend a night with God in prayer would be far nuu'e 
difficult than to spend a night with man in preacdung. 
Oh! take care^ take care, Church of Christ, that thou 
dost not cease thy prayers ! 



A ngels had been pres?ent on many angnat. orcn- 
sionsj and they had joined in many a solemn 
chorus to the praise of their Almighty Creator. Tliey 
•were present at the Creation : “ The morning stars 
sang together, and all the sons of God shonted for 
joy.” They had seen many a planet fasliioned ho- 
tween the palms of Jehovah, and wheeled hy his eternal 
hands through the infinitude of space. They had sung 
solemn songs over many a world which the Great One 
had created. We doubt not they had often chanted, 
“ Blessing and honour, and glory, and majesty, and 
power, and dominion, and might, ho unto him that 
sitteth on the throne,” manifesting himself in the work 
of creation. I doubt not, too, that their songs had 
gathered force through ages. As when first created, 
their first breath was song, so when they saw God 
create new worlds, their song received another 
note; they rose a little higher in the gamut of 
adoration. But, when they saw God stoop from 
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liin throne^ and become a l3alje, hanging upon a 
woman’s breast, they lifted their notes higher still ; 
and reaefiing to the uttermost stretch of angelic music, 
tlu»y gaiiu‘d the Inghest notes of the divine scale of 
praise, and they sung, Gloiy to God in the highest,'' 
for higher in goodness they felt God could not go. 
Thus tluur highest praise they gave to him in the 
highest act <jf his Godhead. If it he true that there 
is a hi(‘rarehy of angels rising tier upon tier in mag- 
nifircmre and dignity — if the apostle teaches xxs that 
tlH»re lie angeds, and primdpalities, and powers, and 
throm»s, and dominions,” amongst these blest inhahit- 
aiits of flu* u|tp(‘r world — I can suppose that when the 
intelligetu’c was first commtinicated to those angels 
that are to be found upon the outskirts of the heavenly 
World, when they looked down from heaven and saw 
the tiew-lKum hahe, they sent the news backward to 
the place whence the miracle first proceeded, singing — 

•* Aruicii fVom tlir rcnlms of glory, 

Wiogyour downward fliglit to earth» 

Yv who »ing orfatioids story, 

prooinhn McHsialCs birth j 
< \nm and worship, 

Wijrship Clirist, the new-born King.^ 

And as the message ran from xmnk to rank, at last the 
preicnce-angels, those four cherubim that pex'petually 
tvatch around the throne of God — those wheels with 
eyes— took tip the strain, and gathering up the song 
of all the inferior grades of angels, surmounted the 
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divine pinnacle of harmony with tlieir own solemn 
chant of adoration, upon which the entire host shouted, 

The highest angels praise thee,” — Glory to God in 
the highest,” Ay, there is no mortal that can ever 
dream how magnificent was that song. Then, note, 
if angels shouted before and when the world was made, 
their hallelujahs were more full, more strong, more 
magnificent, if not more hearty, when they saw Jesus 
Christ born of the Virgin Mary, to he man's i^edeciuer. 

Glory to God in the highest.” 


T he Bible is a vein of pure gold, unalloyed by 
quartz, or any earthly substance. This is a star 
without a speck ; a sun without a blot ; a light without 
darkness ; a moon without its paleness ; a glory without 
dimness. O Bible I it cannot be said of any other 
book, that it is perfect and pure ; but of theo wo can 
declare all wisdom is gathered up in theo, without a 
particle of folly. This is the judge that ends the 
strife, where wit and reason fail This is the book 
untainted by any error; cmnposed alone of pure, 
unalloyed, perfect truth. 


W E too often flog the church when the whip 
should he laid on our own shoulders. We 
drag the church, like a colossal culprit, to the altar ; 
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we bind her, and try to execute her at once: we bind 
lier Imnds fast, and tear off thongful after thongful of 
her quiveriitg flesh — finding fault with her where there 
is none, and magnifying her little errors, while we 
too often forget ourselves. 

' ~ 

I DO think that one of the worst sins a man can 
be guilty of in this world is to be idle. I can 
almost forgive a drunkard, but a lazy man there 
is very little ])ardon for. A man who is idle has 
as good a reason to be penitent before God as David 
had wlnm lie was an adulterer, for the most abominable 
thing in the world is for a man to let the grass grow 
up to his ankles and do nothing. God never sent a 
man into tlie world to be idle. And there are some 
wIk) make a toleralily fair profession, but who do 
notliing from one year’s end to the other. Verily their 
profession is vain. 



S ATAN is an arcli enemy; he has been so and is so 
still ; and. if he does not now attack us as the 
roaring lion, roaring against us in persecution, he 
attacks us as the adder, creeping silently along 
the path, endeavouring to bite our heel with his 
poisoned fangs, and weaken the power of grace, and 
ruin the life of godliness within us. 
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D eath is a part of Satan’s dominion ; he brought 
sin into the world when he tempted our mother 
Eve to eat of the forbidden fruit, and with sin he 
brought also death into the world, with all its train 
of woes. There had been likely no death, if tlier^i 
had been no devil. If Satan had not tempted, may- 
hap man had not revolted, and if he had not rcvoltcnl, 
he would have lived for ever, without havitig to tin- 
clergo the painful change which is caused by death. I 
think death is the devil’s masterpiece. With the 
solitary exception of hell, death is certainly the most 
Satanic mischief that sin hath accomplished. Nothing 
ever delighted the heart of the devil so much as when 
he found that the threatening would be fulfilled, In tlie 
day that thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die ; 
and never was his malicious heart so full of liellish joy 
as when he saw Abel stretched upon the earth, shun by 
the club of his brother. Aha!” said Satan, this is 
the first of all intelligent creatures that has died. Oh, 
how I rc\joiccI This is tlie crowning hour of my 
dominion. It is true that I have marred the glory (>f 
this earth by my guileful temptation ; it is true the 
whole creation groaneth and travaileth in pain by 
reason of the evil that I have brought into it; but 
this, this is my masterpiece; I have killed man; I 
have brought death into him, and here lieth the first— 
the first dead man.” Since that time Satan hath ever 
gloated over the death of the human race, and he hath 
had some cause of glory, for that death has been 
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universaL All have died. Though they had been 
wise as Solomon^ their wisdom could not spare their 
heads ; though they had been virtuous as Moses^ yet 
their virtue could not avert the axe. All have died; 
and therefore the devil hath boasted in his triumph. 
But twice hath he been defeated; but two have 
entered heaven without d3dng ; the mass of mankind 
have had to feel the scythe of death; and he has 
rejoiced because this, his mightiest work, has had 
foundations broad as earth, and a summit that reached 
as high as the virtues of mankind could climb. 

1^0 NE of you can be the people of God without 
provoking envy; and the better you are, the 
more you will be hated. The ripest fruit is most 
pecked by the birds, and the blossoms that have 
been longest on the tree, are the most easily blown 
dow n by the wind. But fear not ; you have nought 
to do with w^hat man shall say of you. If God loves 
you, man will hate you; if God honours you, man 
will dishonour you. But recollect, could ye wear 
chains of iron for Christ’s sake, ye should wear chains 
of gold in heaven; could ye have rings of burning 
iron round your waists, ye should have, your brow 
rimmed with gold in glory ; for blessed are ye when 
men shall say all manner of evil against you falsely, 
for Christ’s name’s sake ; for so persecuted they the 
prophets that were before you. 
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ami !” cries one, wish I could escape the wratli 
of the law ! Oh that I knew that Christ did 
keep the law for me!” Stop, then, and I will tell 
you. Do you feel to-day that you ai'o guilty, lost, and 
ruined ? Do you, with teai’s in your eyes, confess that 
none but Jesins can do you good? Arc you willing to 
give up all trusts, and cast yourself alone on him who 
died upon the cross? Canyon look to Calvary, and 
see the bleeding sufferer, all crimson with streams of 
gore? Then he kept the law for you, and the law 
cannot condemn whom Christ has absolved. 


D oth the moon stay lierself to lecture every dog 
that bayeth at her? Doth the lion turn aside 
to rend each cur that barketh at him ? Do the stars 
cease to shine because the niglitingales reprove them 
for their dimness? Doth the sun stop in its course 
because of the officious cloud which veils it? Or 
doth the river stay because the willow dippetln its leaves 
into its waters? Ah! no; God’s tun verso moves on, 
and if men will oppose it, it heeds tliem not It is as 
God hath made it; it is working together for good, 
and it shall not be stayed by the censure nor hastened 
by the prarae of man. Let your bows, my brethren, 
abide. Do not be in a hurry to set yourselves right 
God will take care of you. Leave yourselves alone ; 
only be very valiant for the Lord God of Israel ; be 
steadfast in the truth of Jesus and your bow shall 
abide in strength. 
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S OME of yon have lost your friends; ye have 
planted flowers upon their tombs, ye go and sit 
at eventide upon the greensward, bedewing the grass 
with your tears, for there your mother lies, and there 
your father, or your wife. Oh ! in pensive sorrow- 
come with me to the dark garden of our Saviour’s 
burial ; come to the grave of yoxiY best friend — ^your 
brother, yea, one who sticketh closer than a brother.” 
Come thou to the grave of thy dearest relative, O 
Chiistian, for Jesus is thy husband, ^^Thy maker is 
thy husband, the Lord of Hosts is his name.” Doth 
not affection draw you ? Do not the sweet lips of love 
woo you? Is not the place sanctified where one so 
well-beloved slept, although but for a moment? Surely 
ye need no eloquence ; if it were needed I have none. 

I have but the power, in simple, but earnest accents, 
to repeat the words, “ Come, see the place where the 
Lord lay.” 

Y OLTAIRE said he lived in the twilight of Christi- 
anity. He meant a lie; he spoke the truth. 
He did live in its twilight; but it was the twilight 
before the morning — not the twilight of the evening, 
as he meant to say; for the morning comes when the 
light of the sun shall break upon us in its truest glory. 
The scorners have said that we should soon forget to 
honour Christ, and that one day no man should acknow- 
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ledge him. His name shall endure for e\'er,” as to 
the honour of it. Yes^ I will tell you how long it will 
endure. As long as on this earth there is a sinner who 
has been reclaimed by omnipotent grace, Christ’s name 
shall endure; as long as there is a Mary ready to wash 
his feet with tears and wipe them with the hair of her 
head; as long as there breathes a chief of sinners wlio 
has washed himself in the fountain opened for sin and 
for uncleanness ; as long as there exists a Christian 
who has put his faith in Jesus, and found him his 
delight, his refuge, his stay, his shield, his song, and 
his joy, there will be no fear that Jesus’ name will cease 
to be heard. We can never give up that name. We 
let the XJnitanan take the gospel without a Godhead 
in it; we let him deny Jesus Christ; but as long as 
Christians, true Christians, live; as long as we taste 
that the Lord is gracious, have manifestations of his 
love, sights of his face, whispers of his* mercy, assur- 
ances of his affection, promises of his grace, hopes of 
his blessing, we cannot cease to honour his name. But 
if all these were gone — if we should cease to sing bis 
praise, would Jesus Christ’s name be forgotten then ? 
No ; the stones would sing, the hills would be an or- 
chestra, the mountains would skip like rams, and the 
little hills like lambs: for is he not their Cxmtor? 
And if these lips, and the lips of all mortals were dumb 
at once, there are creatures enough in this wide world 
besides. Why, the sun would lead the chorus; the 
moon would play upon her silver harp, .and sweetly 
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sing to her music ; stars would dance in tlieir measured 
courses; the shoreless depths of ether would become 
the home of songs I and the void immensity would 
burst out in one great shout, Thou art the glorious 
Son of God; great is thy majesty, and infinite thy 
power.” Can Christ’s name be forgotten? No; it is 
painted on the skies ; it is written on the floods ; the 
winds whisper it ; the tempests howl it ; the seas chant 
it ; the stars shine it ; the beasts low it ; the thunders 
proclaim it; earth shouts it; heaven echoes it. But 
if that were gone — if this great universe should all 
subside in God, just as a moment’s foam subsides 
into the wave that bears it, and is lost for ever — would 
liis name be forgotten then? No. Turn your eyes 
up yonder ; see heaven’s terra firma, Who are 
these that are arrayed in white, and whence came 
they?” These are they that came out of great 
tribulation ; they have washed their robes, and made 
them white in the blood of the Lamb ; therefore they 
are before the throne of God, and praise him day 
and night in his temple.” And if these were gone, 
if the last harp of the glorified had been touched 
with the last fingers ; if the last praise of the saints 
had ceased; if the last hallelujah had echoed through 
the then deserted vaults of heaven — for they would 
be gloomy then; if the last immortal had been 
buried in his grave, if graves there might be for im- 
mortals — would his praise cease then? No, by heaven! 
no; for yonder stand the angels; they too sing his 
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glory; to Mm the cheruhim and seraphim do cry 
without ceasing, when they mention his name, in tliat 
thrice holy chorus, Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of 
armies.” But if these were perished — if angels had 
been swept away, if the wing of seraph never flapped 
the ether, if the voice of the cherub never sung his 
flaming sonnet, if the living creatures ceased tlieir 
everlasting chorus, if the measured symphonies of 
glory were extinct in silence, would his name then 
be lost? Ah! no; for as God upon the throne he 
sits, the Everlasting One, the Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost. Self-existent, having no need of creatureship 
to increase the treasures of his essential glory. 


oO>«KCh> — 


J ESUS rose again from the dead, and as the Lord 
our Saviour rose, so all his followers must rise. 
Die I must — ^this body must he a carnival for worms ; 
it must be eaten hy those tiny cannibals ; peradventure 
it shall he scattered from one portion of the earth 
to another; the constituent particles of this frame 
will enter into plants, from plants pass into animals, 
and thus be carried into far distant realms; but, at 
the blast of the archangel’s trumpet, every separate 
atom of my body shall find its fellow ; like the bones 
lying in the valley of vision, though separated from 
one another, the moment God shall speak, the bone 
will creep to its bone ; then the flesh shall come upon 
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it; the four winds of heaven shall blow, and the 
breath shall return. So let me die, let beasts devour 
me^ let fire turn this body into gas and vapour, all its 
particles shall yet again be restored; this very self- 
same actual body shall start up from its grave, glorified 
and made like Christ’s body, yet still the same body, 
for God hath said it. Christ’s same body rose; so 
shall mine. O my soul, dost thou now dread to die ? 
Thou wilt lose thy partner-body a little while, but 
thou wilt be married again in heaven ; soul and body 
shall again be united before the throne of God. The 
grave — ^what is it ? It is the bath in which the Chris- 
tian puts the clothes of his body to have them washed 
and cleansed. Death — ^what is it ? It is the waiting- 
room where we robe ourselves for immortality ; it is 
the place where the body, like Esther, bathes itself in 
spices that it may be fit for the embrace of its 
Lord. 




L et me remind you of one thing, wherein your 
practice will be very much improved if you often 
visit Calvary. We are members of different deno- 
minations of Christ’s church, and how often are wg 
affected with that cruel disease, higotry ! How 
frequently are our spirits set against each other I 
Now, if we would love all Christians, we must be- 
hold the man” Christ Jesus. We have seen Christians 
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fight, and fight woefully against each other; hut there 
is one spot that was never yet profaned by the foot 
of controversy. That hallowed shrine of peace 
is Calvary; there the word goes forth, Sheath 
swords, combatants I the battle is over, this is holy 
ground, for here Jesus died.” Oh I there is something 
that touches our hearts, when we begin to talk of 
Jesus. We care not who the man is, whether he be 
the sweet George Herbert of the Church of England, 
or the equally excellent Rutherford of the Church of 
Scotland, whether he be Dissenter, or Conformist, 
when he comes to talk of Christ, we all stand with him 
then. Come,” we say, we would fight each other 
fearfully on other points, but when we come here we 
are all one in Christ Jesus;” and out go our hands at 
once, for we feel we are members of the same body 
That touch, not of nature but of grace, makes the 
whole Christian world one in an instant. Oh tliou 
little-souled man, who hast no love for any unless he 
conform to thine own sect, thou knowest little of 
Christ, for if thou livedst near to him, thou wouldst 
have a large and loving heart. 


W HEN no eye seeth you except the eye of God, 
when darkness covers you, when you are shut 
up from the observation of mortals, even then be ye 
like Jesus Christ. Remember his ardent piety, his 


Spurgeon’s gems. 


149 


secret devotion — how, after laboriously preaching the 
whole day, he stole away in the midnight shades to 
cry for help from his God. Recollect how his entire 
life was constantly sustained by fresh inspirations of 
the Holy Spirit, derived by prayer. Take care of your 
secret life ; let it be such that you will not be ashamed 
to read at the last great day. 





S EEST thou yonder thief hanging upon the cross ? 

Behold the fiends at the foot thereof, with open 
mouths ; charming themselves with the sweet thought, 
that another soul shall give them meat in hell. Be- 
hold the death-bird fluttering his wings o’er the poor 
wretch’s head; vengeance passes by and stamps him 
for her own; deep on his breast is written, “a con- 
demned sinner;” on his brow is the clammy sweat, 
expressed from him by agony and death. Look in his 
heart, it is filthy with the crust of years of sin; the 
smoke of lust is hanging within in black festoons of 
darkness; his whole heart is hell condensed. Now, 
look at him. He is dying. One foot seems to be in 
hell ; the other hangs tottering in life — only kept by a 
nail. There is a power in Jesus’ eye. That thief 
looks : he whispers, Lord, remember me.” Turn 
your eye again there. Do you see that thief? Where 
is the clammy sweat? It is there. Where is that 
horrid anguish ? It is not there. Positively there is a 
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smile upon Hs lips. The fiends of hell, where are 
they? There are none; but a bright seraph is present, 
with his wings outspread, and his hands ready to snatch 
that soul, now a precious jewel, and bear it aloft to the 
palace of the great King. Look within his heart ; it 
is w’hite with purity. Look at his breast; it is not 
written condemned,” but justified.” Look in the 
book of life; his name is graven there. Look on 
Jesus’ heart; there, on one of the precious stones he 
bears that poor thief s name. Yea, once more, look ! 
seest thou that shining one among the glorified, brighter 
than the sun, and fairer than the moon ? That is 
the thief! This is the power of Jesus; and this 
power shall endure for ever. 


T here on that death-bed lies a saint ; no gloom 
is on his brow, no terror on his face ; weakly, 
but placidly, he smiles ; he groans, but yet he 
sings. He sighs now and then, but oftener he 
shouts. Staad by him. “ My brother, what males 
thee look in death’s face with such joy?” “ Jesus ” 
he whispers. What makes thee so placid and calm ? 
“The name of Jesns.” See, he forgets everything! 
Ask him a question ; he cannot answer it~he does 
not T^erstand yon. Still he smiles. His wife comes, 
mquirag, “Do yon know my name?” He answers, 
“Na” His dearest friend requests him to remember 
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his intimacy. I know yon not/’ he says. Whisper 
in his ear^ you know the name of Jesus?” and 

his eyes flash glory, and his face beams heaven, and 
his lips speak sonnets, and his heart bursts with eter- 
nity; for he hears the name of Jesus, and that name 
shall endure for ever. He who landed one in heaven 
will land me there. Come on, death. I will mention 
Christ’s name, and tell thee to thy face that I fear thee 
not ! 0 grave ! this shall be my glory, the name of 
Jesus! Ilell-dog! this shall be thy death — for the 
sting of death is extracted by Christ our Lord. 


L AVATER says, The qualities of your friends will 
bo those of your enemies: cold friends — cold 
enemies; half friends — half enemies ; fervid enemies — 
warm friends.” Knowing this to be a truth, I have 
often congratulated myself, when my enemies have 
spoken fiercely against me. Well, I have thought, 
My friends love me hard and fast ; let the enemies 
bo as hot as they please; it only indicates that the 
friends are proportionately firm in affection.” Then 
we draw this inference, that if Christ, our friend, will 
surely abide with us, then our enemies will never leave 
us till wc die. 0 Christian I because Christ sticketh 
closer than a brother, the devil will stick close too ; he 
will be at you and with you; the dog of hell will 
never cease his bowlings till you reach the other side 
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of Jordan; no place in this world is out of bowshot of 
that great enemy; till you have crossed the stream, 
his arrows can reach you, and tliey will. If Chiist 
gave himself for you, the devil will do all he can to 
destroy you; if Christ has been long suffering to you, 
Satan will be persevering, in hopes that Christ may 
forget you; he will strive after you, right diabolically, 
until he shall see you safely landed in heaven. 


C HRIST’S was no common grave; it is not an ex- 
cavation dug out by the spade for a pauper in 
which to hide the last remains of his miserable and 
over-wearied bones. It was a princely tomb ! it was 
made of marble, cut in the side of a hill. Stand here, 
believer, and ask why Jesus had such a costly sepul- 
chre. He had no elegant garments; he wore a coat 
without seam, woven from the top throughout, without 
an atom of embroidery. He owned no sumptuous 
palace, for he had not where to lay his head. His 
sandals were not rich with gold, or studded with 
brilliants. He was poor. Why, then, does he lie in 
a noble grave? We answer, for this reason; Christ 
was unhonoured till he had finished his sufferings; 
Christ’s body suffered contumely, shame, spitting, 
buffieling, and reproach, until he had completed his 
great work; he was trampled under foot, he was 
‘^despised and rejected of men; a man of sorrows, 
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and acquainted •with grief;” hut the moment he had 
finished his infinite labours^ God said^ more shall 
that body be disgraced; if it is to sleep, let it slumber 
in an honourable grave ; if it is to rest, let nobles bury 
it ; let Joseph, the councillor, and Mcodemus, the man 
of Sanhedrim, be present at the funeral ; let the bodj 
be embalmed with precious spices, let it have honour 5 
it has had enough of contumely, and shame, and re- 
proach, and buffeting; let it now be treated with 
respect” Christian, dost thou discern the meaning? 
Jesus, after he had finished his work, slept in a costly 
grave; for now his Father honoured him, since his 
work was done. 




iirnHE archers have sorely shot at him.” Though 
J[ all weapons are alike approved by the warrior 
in his thirst for blood, there seems something more 
cowardly in the attack of the archer than in that 
of the swordsman. The. swordsman plants himself 
near you, foot to foot, and lets you defend yourself, 
and deal your blows against him; but the archer 
stands at a distance, hides himself in ambuscade, and, 
without your knowing it, the arrow comes whizzing 
tlirough the air, and perhaps penetrates your heart. J ust 
so are the enemies of God’s people. They very seldom 
come foot to foot with us ; they will not show their faces 
before us *. they hate the light, they love darkness ; they 
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dare not come and openly accuse us to our face, for then 
we could reply ; but they shoot the how from a dis- 
tance, so that we cannot answer them ; cowardly and 
dastardly as they are, they forge their arrow-heads, 
and aim them, wdnged with hell-birds’ feathers, at the 
hearts of God’s people. 


-OO^^O 


T he death of the saints is precious in the sight of 
the Lord. On their account we have cause 
rather to rejoice than to weep. And why? Because 
we have a hope — we hope that they are safely housed 
in heaven. Yes, we have the fond and firm persuasion 
that already their redeemed spirits have flown up to 
the eternal throne. We believe that they are at 
this moment joining in the hallelujahs of paradise, 
feasting on the fruits of the tree of life, and walking 
by the side of the river, the streams whereof make 
glad the heavenly city of our God.” We know they 
are supremely blest; we think of them as glorified 
spirits above, who are present with the Lord Jesus. 




I F you desire truth to go round the world you must 
hire an express train to pull it ; but if you want 
a lie to go round the world, it will fly , it is as light as 
a feather, and a breath will carry it It is well said in 
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the old proverb, A lie will go round the world while 
truth is pulling its boots on.” Nevertheless, it does 
not injure us; for if light as a feather, it travels as 
fixst, its effect is just about as tremendous as the effect 
of down when it is blown against the walls of a castle ; 
it produces no damage whatever, on account of its 
lightness and littleness. Fear not, Christian. Let 
slander fly, let envy send forth its forked tongue, let 
it hiss at you, your bow shall abide in strength. Oh ! 
shielded warrior, remain quiet, fear no ill; but, like 
the eagle in its lofty eyrie, look thou down upon 
the fowlers in the plain, turn thy bold eye upon them 
and say, Slioot ye may, but your shots will not reach 
half-way to the pinnacle where I stand. Waste your 
powder upon me if ye will ; I am beyond your reach.” 
Then clap your wings, mount to heaven, and there 
laugh ""them to scorn, for ye have made your refuge 
God, and shall find a most secure abode. 

<k)J<Koo-~— — 

TF any of you desire to be saved by works, remember 
t one sin will spoil your righteousness ; one dust of 
this earth’s dross will spoil the beauty of that perfect 
righteousness which God requires at your hands. If 
ye would be saved by works, ye must be as holy as the 
angels, ye must be as pure and as immaculate as Jesus; 
for the law requires perfection, and nothing short of it; 
and God, with unflinching vengeance, will smite every 
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man low who cannot bring him a perfect obedience. 
If I cannot, when I come before his tlirone, plead u 
perfect righteousness as being mine, God will say, 
^'You have not fulfilled the demands of my law; 
depart, accursed one! You have sinned, and you 
must die.” 


I T is childish to doubt; it is manhood’s glory to trust. 

Plant your foot upon the immovable Rock of Ages; 
lift your eye to heaven; scorn the world ; never play 
craven; bend your fist in the world’s face, and bid 
defiance to it and hell, and you are a man, and noble. 
Rut crouch, and cringe, and dread, and dou!)t, and yon 
have lost your Christian dignity, and arc no longer 
what you should be. 




O UR finally impenitent friends are lost for ever; we 
recollect that there is no shadow of a hope for 
them ; when the iron gate of hell is once closed upon 
them, it shall never be unbarred again, to give them 
free exit; when once shut up within those walls of 
sweltering flame which girdle the fiery gulf, there is no 
possibility of flight. We recollect, with horror, that 
they have ^^for ever” stamped upon their chains, ^^for 
ever” carvad in deep lines of despair upon their hearts. 
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It is the hell of hell^ that everything there lasts for ever. 
Here, time wears away our griefs, and blunts the keen 
edge of sorrow ; but there time never mitigates the woe ; 
hell grows more hellish as eternity marches on with 
its miglity paces. The abyss becomes more deep and 
fiery — the sufferers grow more ghastly and wretched, 
as years, if there be such sad variety in that fixed 
state, roll their everlasting rounds. Here the sympathy 
of loving kindred, in the midst of sickness or suffering 
can alleviate our pain; but there, the tortured ghosts 
are sport for fiends, and the mutual upbraidings and 
reproaches of fellow-sinners give fresh stings to tor- 
ment too dr(3ad to be endured. Here, too, when 
nature’s last palliative shall fiiil, to die may be a 
liappy release: a man can count the weary hours 
till death shall give him rest! hut, oh! remember, 
there is no death in hell; death which is a monster 
on earth, would be an angel in hell. If death could 
go there, all tlie damned would fall down and worship 
liiin ; every tongue would sing, and every heart would 
praise ; each cavern then would echo with a shout of 
triumph till all was still, and silence brooded where ter- 
rors reigned. But no, the terrible reality is this — 
Their worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched.” 

L et me imagine a man entering heaven without a 
change of heart. He comes within the gates. He 
hears a sonnet. He starts I It is to the praise of his 
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enemy. He sees a throne, and on it sits one who is 
glorious, hut he is his enemy. He walks streets of gold, 
hut those streets belong to his enemy. He sees hosts 
of angels, hut those hosts are the servants of his enemy. 
He is in an enemy^e house; for he is at efimity wii\i 
God. He could not join the song, for he would not 
know the tune. There he would stand, silent, motion-- 
less, till Christ would say, with a voice louder than ten 
thousand thunders, What dost thou here ? Enemies 
at a marriage banquet? Enemies in the children’s 
house? Enemies in heaven? Get ye gone! ^De- 
part, ye cursed, into everlasting fire in hell 1’ ” 


w 


E must amalgamate with our boldness the 
loveliness of Jesus’ disposition. Let courage he 
the brass, let love be the gold. Let us mix the two 
together, so shall we produce a rich Corinthian metal. 


fit to be manufactured into the beautiful gate of the 
temple. 


T he artist, when he paints, knows right well that he 
shall not be able to excel Apelles; but that does not 
discourage him; he uses his brush with all the greater 
pains, that he may at least in some humble measure 
resemble the great master. So the sculptor, though 
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persuaded that he •will not rival Praxiteles, will hew 
out the marble still, and seek to be as near the model 
as possible. Just so the Christian man; though he 
feels he can never mount to the heights of complete 
excellence, and though he perceives that he never can 
on earth become the exact image of Christ, still holds 
the Saviour’s example before him, and measures his own 
deficiences by the distance between himself and J esus. 
This will he do ; forgetting all he has attained, he will 
press forward, crying, JExcelsior ! going upwards still, 
desiring to be conformed more and more to the image 
of Christ Jesus. 


T ake the cold iron, and attempt to weld it. How 
fruitless the effort ! Lay it on the anvil, seize the 
blacksmith’s hammer with all your might, let blow 
after blow fall upon it, and you shall have done nothing. 
Twist it, turn it, use all your implements, but you shall 
not be able to fashion it as you would. But put it in 
the fire, let it be softened and made malleable, then lay 
it on the anvil, and each stroke shall have a mighty 
effect, so that you may fashion it into any form you 
may desire. So take your heart, not cold as it is, not 
stony as it is by nature, but put it into the furnace 
of the Spirit’s fiery influences, there let it be molten, 
and after that, it can be tmmed like wax to the seal, 
and fashioned into the image of Jesus Christ. 
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O H ! if you could have heard Paul preach, you would 
not have gone away as you do from some of us, 
with a suspicion that we do not mean what we say. 
His eyes preached a sermon as eloquently as his lips, 
and his lips preached the gospel, not in a cold and frigid 
manner, but every word fell with an ixcxpressible 
fervour, and with an overwhelming power upon tlie 
hearts of his hearers. He preaclied with power^ 
because he was in downright earnest. You had a con- 
viction when you saw him, that he was a man who felt 
he had work to do — so solemn, so divine, that his soul 
was bowed down with the burden, and he could not 
contain himself until his message was delivered. He 
was the kind of preacher whom you would expect to 
see walk down the pulpit-stairs straight into his coffin, 
and then stand hefore his God, ready for his last 
account — Oh ! for more of such preachers I 


C HRIST’S sepulchre was cut in a rock. It was not 
cut in mould that might be worn away by the 
water, or might crumble and fall into decay. The se- 
pulchre in the rock may remain even unto this day. 
However that may be, we are sure that spiritually it 
abideth for ever. The same sepulchre which received 
the sins of Paul shall take my iniquities into its bosom ; 
for if I ever lose my guilt, it must roll off my shoulders 
into ^ the sepulchre. It was cut in a rock, so that if a 


spuiigeon’s gems. 


161 


sinner were saved a thousand years ago, I too can be 
delivered, for my sins shall be buried in the selfsame 
rocky tomb. 


I T will not save me to know that Christ is a Saviour; 

but it will save me to trust him to be my Saviour. 
I shall not be delivered from the wrath to come, by 
believing that his atonement is sufficient ; but I shall 
be saved, by making that atonement my trust, my 
refuge, and my all. The pith, the essence of faith lies 
in this — a casting one’s self on the promise. It is not the 
life-buoy on board the ship that saves the man when 
he is drowning, nor is it his belief that it is an excellent 
and successful invention. No ! he must have it around 
his loins, or his hand upon it, or else he will sink. 





T he greatest of unregenerate men are as much in 
need of new hearts as the meanest of their fellows. 
There be some men that are born into this world 
master-spirits, who walk about it as giants, wrapped in 
mantles of light and glory. I refer to the poets, men 
who rise aloft, like Colossi, mightier than we, seeming 
to be descended from celestial spheres. There be 
others of acute intellect, who, searching into mysteries 
of science, discover things that have been hidden from 
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the creation of the ^^orld ; men of keen research^ and 
mighty erudition; and yet^ of each, of these — poet, 
philosopher, metaphysician, and great discoverer — it 
must he said, ^^The carnal mind is enmity against 
God!” Ye may train an unrenewed man, ye may 
make his intellect almost angelic, ye may strengthen 
his soul until he shall unravel mysteries in a moment ; 
ye may make him so mighty, that he can read the iron 
secrets of the eternal hills, tearing the hidden truth 
from the howels of ancient marvels ; ye may give him 
an eye so keen, that he can penetrate the arcana of 
rocks and mountains ; ye may add a soul so potent, 
that he may slay the giant Sphinx, that had for ages 
troubled the mightiest men of learning ; yet, when ye 
have done all, his mind shall be a depraved one, and 
his carnal heart shall still be in opposition to God, 
unless the Holy Spirit shall create him anew in Christ 
Jesus. 

ooXKoo — 

I READ in God’s word that the angel shall plant 
one foot upon the earth, and the other upon the 
sea, and shall swear by him that liveth for ever and 
ever, who created heaven and the things that therein 
are, and the earth, and the things that therein are, and 
the sea, and the things which are therein, that there 
shall be time no longer.” How vain then is the 
foolish hope that the soul may be annihilated ; for if a 
soul could die in a thousand years, it would die in time ; 
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if a million of years could elapse, and tlieii tlie soul 
could be extinguished, there would be such a thing as 
thne; for, talk to me of years, and there is tirne^ But, 
sirs, when that angel has spoken the word. Time 
shall be no longer,” things will then be eternal ; the 
spirit shall proceed in its ceaseless revolution of weal 
or woe, never to be stayed, for there is no time to stop 
it; the fact of its ceasing would imply time; but 
everything shall be eternal, for time shall not exist. 
It well becomes you, then, to consider where ye are 
and whither ye are going. Oh ! stand and tremble 
on the narrow neck of land ’'twixt the two un- 
bounded seas, for God in heaven alone can tell how 
soon thou mayest bo launched upon the eternal future. 
May God grant that, when that last hour may come, 
we may be prepared for it ! Like the tliief, unheard, 
unseen, it steals through night’s dark shade. Perhaps, 
as here I stand, and rudely speak of these dark, future 
things, soon may the hand be stretched, and dumb the 
mouth that lisps the faltering strain. Oh, thou that 
dwellest in heaven, thoxi power supreme, thou ever- 
lasting King, let not that hour intrude xipon me in an 
ill-spent season; but may it find me wrapt in meditation 
high, hymning my great Creator. 

T he holiest men, the most free from impurity, have 
always felt most keenly, that sin dwclleth in them 
and marretli all their woxdvs. He w^hose garments are 
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the Avliitest, will best perceive the spots upon tl^^^ 
He whose crown shineth the brightest, will know 
he hath lost a jewel. He who giveth the most ligli^ 
the world, will always be able to discover his 
darkness. The angels of heaven veil their faces; 
the angels of Grod on earth, his chosen people, 
always veil their faces with humility, when they 
of what they are in themselves. 


M ightier than giants are men of the rac® 
heaven; should they once arouse themsclveg; 
battle they could laugh at the spear and the hab< 
geon. But they are a patient generation, cndunl 
ills without resenting them, suffering scorn withe 
reviling the scoffer. Their triumph is to come wb 
their enemies shall receive the vengeance due; tb 
shall it be seen by an assembled world that the “lit 
flock ” were men of high estate, and the “ offscouri 
of all things ” were verily men of real strength a 
dignity. 


I F by the pow^r of the Spirit ye become follows 
of Jesus, ye shall enter glory. For at heawe 
gate there sits an angel, who admits no one who ! 
not the same features as our adorable Lord. Ttij 
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comes a man with a crown upon his IieacL Yes/’ 
he says, ^^thou hast a crown, it is true, but crowns 
are not the medium of access here.” Another ap- 
proaches, dressed in robes of state and the gown 
of learning. Yes,” says the angel, these may be 
honourable things among men, but gowns and learning 
are not the marks that shall admit you here.” Another 
advances, fair, beautiful, and comely. Yes,” saith the 
angel, that might please on earth, but beauty is not 
wanted here.” There cometh another, who is heralded 
by fame, and prefaced by the applauding clamour of 
mankind; but the angel saith, Those acclamations 
are no passport to the skies.” Then there appears * 
another ; poor he may have been ; illiterate he may 
have been; but the angel, as he looks at him, smiles 
and says, It is Christ I see upon thy brow ; I mark 
the heavenly lineaments of his countenance. Come in, 
come in. Eternal glory thou shalt win. Thou art like 
Christ; in heaven thou shalt sit, because thou art like 
him.” Oh, to he like Christ is to enter heaven ; but 
to be unlike Christ is to descend to hell. 


*— oojoioo 


M an cannot please God without bringing to him- 
self a great amount of happiness; for, if any 
man pleases God, it is because God accepts him as his 
son, gives him the blessings of adoption, pours upon 
him the bounties of his grace, makes him a blessed 
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mail in this life, and insures him a crown of everlast- 
ing life, which he shall wear, and which shall shine 
with unfading lustre, when the \vreaths of earth’s 
glory have all been melted away; while, on the 
other hand, if a man does not please. God, he inevita- 
bly brings upon himself sorrow and suliering in this 
life; he puts a worm and a rottenness in the core of 
all his joys; he fills his death-pillow with thorns, and 
he supplies the eternal fire with fagots of flame wdiich 
shall for ever consume him. 


oo'^oo 

.# 

I F there be one virtue which most commends Chris- 
tians, it is that of kindness : it is to love the people 
of God, to love the Church, to love poor sinners, to 
love all. But how many have we in our churches of 
crab-tree Christians, who have mixed such a vast 
amount of vinegar, and such a tremendous quantity of 
gall in their constitutions, that they can scarcely speak 
one good word to you. They imagine it impossible to 
defend religion except by passionate ebullitions ; they 
cannot speak for their dishonoured Master without 
being angry with their opponent; and if anything is 
awry, whether it be in the house, the church, or any- 
where else, they conceive it to be their duty to set 
their faces like flint, and to defy everybody. They are 
like isolated icebergs, no one cares to go near them. 
They float about on the sea of forgetfulness, until at 
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last tliey are ei el ted and gone; and though^ good souls, 
wo sluxll 1)0 liappy enough to meet them in eternity, 
we are precious glad to get rid of them from this time 
state. They were always so unamiable in disposition, 
tliat we would rather live an eternity with them in 
heaven than five minutes on earth. Be ye not thus. 
Imitate Christ in your loving spirits; speak kindly, 
act kindly, and think kindly, that meia may say of 
you, He has been with Jesus.” 


W HAT with the myrmidons of Rome, the turbaned 
warriors of Mahomet, the demon legions of idol- 
atry, and the myriad hosts of infidelity, many are the 
enemies of God, and mighty are the hosts of hell. Lo, 
you see them gathered together this day ; horsemen 
and footmen, and chariots, like the sand of the sea, tor 
mulitude, are gathered together. I see the trembling 
church, fearing to be overthrown ; I mark her leaders 
bending their knees in solexnn prayer, and ci'ying, 
‘‘^Lord, save thy people, and bless thy heritage.” But 
mine eye looks through the future with telescopic 
glance, and I see the happy period of the latter days, 
when the storm of battle shall have died away into the 
sabbath of peace, and when Christ shall reign trium- 
phant. Ask, in those future days, where is Babel? 
where is Romo? where is Mahomet? and echo shall 
answer — Where ? Why they are buried in the depths ; 
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they have sniik to the bottom as a stone. Deep in the 
bowels of the eternal sea of glass, the horrid lire 
devours them, for the sea of glass is mingled with the 
jfire of judgment. To-day I sec a battle-field ; the 
whole earth is torn by the hoofs of liorses ; there is 
the rumble of cannon and the roll of drums. To 
ai^ms! to arms!” both hosts are shouting. But wait 
awhile, and you shall walk across this plain of battle, 
and say, Seest thou that colossal system of error cut 
to pieces and slain? There lies anotliei', all frozen in 
ghastly death, and scorned in righteous execration. 
There lieth infidelity; there sleepcth secularism and 
the secularist ; there lie those who defied God.” I see 
all this vast host of rebels scattered like snow on Sal- 
mon, and I hear the shout of the victors, Sing unto 
the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously ; Jehovah 
has gotten unto himself the victory, and all his ene- 
mies are destroyed.” Then shall be the time of tlie 
singing of the song of Moses and of the Lamb.” 




C HRIST in a man, the gospel in the soul, is the 
power of God in our experience. We will picture 
the Christian from his beginning to his end. Ho begins 
there, in that prison-house, shut in with huge iron bars, 
which he cannot file, with all the labour he can spend 
upon them. In that dark damp cell, where pestilence and 
death are bred, he is fast secured. There, in poverty 
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and nakedness, witlioiit a pitcher to put to his thirsty 
lips, without a mouthful of dry crust to satiKsfy 
his hunger, that is where he finds himself, when ho 
begins to live — in the prison chamber of conviction, 
powerless, lost and ruined. Between the bars tlio 
Comforter thrusts in his hand and gives him the name 
of Christ to plead. Look at him; he has been filing 
away at these bars many and many a day, witlioiit 
tlieir yielding an inch; but now he has the name 
of Christ upon liis lips; he puts his hand upon the bars, 
and one of tlicm is gone, and another, and anotlier ; 
and he makes a happy escape, crying, I am free, I am 
free, I am free! Christ has delivered me from the 
horrible pit.” No sooner is ho free, however, than a 
thousand doubts meet him. He soon comes into the 
furnace of trouble; he is thrust into the innermost 
prison, and his feet are made fast in the stocks. God 
lias put his heavy hand of chastisement upon him. He 
is in deep trouble; at midnight ho begins to sing of 
Christ] and lo! the walls begin to totter, and the 
foundation of the prison shakes, and the man’s chains 
are taken off, and he comes out free, for Christ hath 
delivered him from ti'ouble. Here is a hill to climb on 
the I’oad to heaven. Wearily he pants up the side of 
that liill, and thinks he must die ere he can reach the 
summit. The name of Jesus is whispered in his ear ; 
he leaps to his feet and pursues his way with fresh 
courage until the summit is gained, when he cries, 
Jesus Christ is my sti'ength and my song; he also 
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liatli become my salvation.” See liiin agaix 
a sudden beset by many enemies : bow sli 
them? With this true sword, this tra€ 
blade, Christ — crucified. Witli this he hec 
at arm’s length; witli this he fights against 
against lust, against spiritual wickedness irx 
With this he overcomes. Now, he has cone 
struggle; the river Death rolls black and £ 
him; dark shapes rise upward from the fio< 
and fright him. How shall he cross the stx 
shall he find a landing-place on the other si 
thoughts perplex him for a moment; he is s 
he remembers Jesus died; and catching up 
word he ventures to the flood. Ikfore 
Jordan flies apace; like Israel of old, he wa 
dry shod, singing as he enters licavcn, C 
me, Christ is with me, passing through 
Victory, victory, victory, to him tliat lovet 


T he W*ord is able to convert just as 
God the Spirit pleases to ttpply it ; a 
no reason why, if converts come in by oi 
now, there should not be a time when Hi 
thousands shall come to God. The si 
which God blesses to ten, if he please 
bless to a hundred. I know not but ^ 
latter days, when Christ shall come, and! 
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to take the kingdom to himself, every minister of God 
:;hall he as successful as Peter on the day of Pentecost. 
I am sure the Holy Spirit is able to make the Word 
successful; and the reason why we do not prosper, is, 
that we have not the Holy Spirit attending us with 
might and energy, as they had of old. 


T he heroes of our Saviour’s stories are most of them 
selected to illustrate traits of character entirely 
dissimilar to their general reputation. What would 
you think of a moral writer of our own day, should he 
endeavour in a work of fiction, to set before us the 
gentle virtue of benevolence by the example of a 
Sepoy ? And yet, Jesus Christ has given us one of the 
finest examples of charity in the case of a Samaritan. 
To the Jews, a Samaritan was as proverbial for his bit- 
ter animosity againsttlieir nation, as the Sepoy is among 
us for his treacherous cruelty, and he was as much an 
object of contempt and hatred; but Jesus Christ, 
nevertheless, chose his hero from the Samaritans, that 
there should be nothing adventitious to adorn him, but 
that all the honour might be given to the grace of 
charity. Thus, too, our Saviour, being desirous of 
setting before us the necessity of humiliation in prayer, 
lias not selected some distinguished saint who was 
famed for his liiuuility, but he has chosen a tax gatherer, 
probably one of the most extortionate of his class, for 
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the Pharisee seems to hint as mncli ; and I doubt not 
he cast his eye askance at this publican, when ho 
observed, with self-gratulation, God, I thank thee, 
ihat I am not as other men are, extortioners, unjust, 
adulterers, or even as this 'pvhlicanP Still, our Lord, 
in order that we might see that there was nothing to 
predispose in the person, but that the acceptance of 
the prayer might stand out, set even in a brighter light 
by the black foil of the publican’s character, has 
selected this man to be the pattern and model of one 
who should offer an acceptable prayer unto God. Note 
that, and you will not be surprised to find the same 
characteristic exhibited very freq^uently in the parables 
of our Lord Jesus Christ. 


C HILDREN of God, if Christ were here on earth, 
what would you do for him? If it should be 
rumoured to-morrow that the Son of Man had come 
done from heaven, as he came at first, what would you 
do for him? If there should be an infallible witness 
that the feet that trod the holy acres of Palestine were 
actually treading the roads of Great Britain, what 
would you do for him ? Oh, I can conceive that there 
would be a tumult of delighted hearts — a superabun- 
dance of liberal hands — ^that there would be a sea of 
streai|ing eyes to behold him. “Do for him,” says 
one ; “ do for him I Did he hunger I would give him 
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meati tliougli it were my last einisf. l>i<l he thirst I 
would give him drink, though my own lips wer«’ 
parched with Was lie naked, I wotild strip mv» 

self and shiver in t\m cold to clothe luiiu Do for him ? 
I should S{*arce!y know what to do. I would htirrv 
away, and I would cast myself at his dear feet, am! I 
would heseeeh, if it would hut lumour Inm, that lit' 
would tread upon me, and crttsh me in the. ditsl, if lie 
would Imt he rais(*d one ineh the higher thendiy. Did 
he want a Holditn% I woultl enlist in his army; did lie 
need that some one should die, I wouhl give iny hofly 
to 1)0 burned, if he stood hy to him' tlie sarrifiee, and 
cheer me in the tlamcsf’ O yc daughters of Jertisahun f 
would yc not go forth to meet him? Would y<* mu 
rejoice with the tabret, and in the dance ? Dance then 
ye might* like Miriam, by the side of Egypt's waiters, 
red with blood* We, the sons of men, would danef% 
like David before the ark, exulting for joy, if Christ 
w'ere come. Alil wo think wo love him so much that 
we should do all this; but there is a grave quesfiou 
about the truth of this matter after alh Do you m»t* 
know that Chrisfs wife and faihily are luwt^? And if 
Ave love him, w'ould it not follow, as a naturnl infenmee, 
that you would love his hrideand his oflspriiig? *^\h!^ 
myn one, ‘"Christ has no bride on earth.'^ IIih lu! 
not? Has he not espoused unto himself /i/s rhurekf D 
not his diurcdutliLMnotherof the faithful, Iuhowu tdiHHioi 
wife? And did ho not give his blood to he her d|nvi*r ; 
And has lie not declared that he will never be tlivarciHl 
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from her, for lie hates to put away; and that he ^^ill 
consummate the marriage in the last great day, wlien 
he shall come to reign with his people upon tlic eartli ? 
And has he no children here? Tlic daughters of 
Jerusalem and the sons of Zion, who hath hegotten me 
these? Are not they the oftspring of the everlasting 
Father, the Prince of Peace, the child born, the son 
given? Surely they are; and if we love Christ, as we 
think we do, as we pretend we do, we shall love his 
church and people also. 


I BELIEVE that to the most of men the terrors of 
the law, although they ought to be exceedingly 
terrible, have but little restraining power, I nu't 
with a stoiy the other day which showed me, if 
nothing else, the xxtter powerlessness of terror for 
curbing the heart from sin. It is pretended by some 
that it is necessary that men who commit murder 
should be capitally executed in order to deter others 
from crime. There is not, however, I hclicvc, the 
shadow of a hope that the execution of a xnurderor will 
ever produce any such effect. Three traitors were 
once executed in this country — Tliistlowood was one 
of them, — and when the executioner smote off the 
head of the first man and held it up, saying, This 
is till head of a traitor,” there was a shudder run- 
ning through the multitude, a chill, cold feeling, 
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which was perceptible even by the executioner. 
When he killed the next man, and held up the head in 
like manner, it was evidently looked upon with intense 
curiosity and awe, but with nothing like so much thril- 
ling emotion as the first. And strange to say when the 
third head was smitten off, the man was about to hold 
it up, but he let it drop, and the crowd with one voice 
cried, ^^Aha! butter fingers!” and laughed. Would 
you liave supposed that an English crowd, on seeing a 
poor man die, could have become so hardened in so short 
a time, as actually to make a joke of such an incident? 
Yet so it is ; law and terrors of themselves never do and 
never will produce any other effect than to drive men 
to sin and make them think lightly of it. I would not, 
therefore, advise a Christian, if he would get rid. of his 
sius, to indulge continually in the thought of the pun- 
ishment ; but let him adopt a better process : let him 
go and sit at the cross of Christ, and endeavour 
to draw evangelical repentance from the atonement 
which Christ has offered for our guilt, I know of no 
cure for sin in a Christian like an abundant intercourse 
with the Lord Jesus. Dwell much with him, and it is 
impossible for you to dwell much with sin. 


O H I hast thou ever thought how many souls sink to 
hell every hour? Did the dreary thought •that 
the death-knell of a soul is tolled by every tick of 
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yonder clock, ever strike tliee? Hast tliou ever con- 
sidered tliat myriads of thy fellow-creatures are lu hell 
now, and that myriads more are hastening thither? 
and yet dost thou sleep ? What ! physician, wilt thou 
sleep when men are dying? Sailor, wilt thou sleep 
when the wreck is out at sea, and the life-boat is 
waiting for hands to man it? Christian, wilt tliou 
tarry while souls are being lost? I do not say that 
thou canst save them — God alone can do that — but 
thou mayest be the instrument; and wouldst tliou lose 
the ojiportunity of winning another jewel for thy crown 
in heaven? wouldst thou sleep while work is to he 
done, and while men are being damned? 


“<k>J<Ko 


M ental power may fill a chapel: but spiritual 
power fills the church. Mental power may 
gather a congregation ; spiritual power will save souls. 
We want spiritual power. Ohl my brethren, we know 
some ministers before whom we shrink into nothing as 
to talent, but who have no spiritual power, and when 
they speak they have not the Holy Spirit with them; 
but we know others, simple-hearted, worthy men, who 
speak their country dialect, and who stand up to preach 
in their humble sanctuary, and the Spirit of God 
clothes every word with power; hearts are bi'okcn, 
souls are saved, and sinners are born again. Spirit of 
the living God I we want thee Thou art tlie life ana 
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soul of all our hopes ; thou art the source of all our 
success ; without thee we can do nothing, with thee we 
can do everything. 


S OME say that children learn sin by imitation. But 
no ; take a child away, place it under the most 
pious influences, let the very air it breathes be purified 
by piety ; let it constantly drink in draughts of holi- 
ness ; let it liear nothing but the voice of prayer and 
praise , let its ear be always kept in tune by notes of 
sacred song; and that child, notwithstanding, may 
still become one of the grossest of transgressors ; and 
thoxigh placed apparently on the very road to heaven, 
it sliall, if not directed by divine grace, march down- 
wards to the pit. The young crocodile, when broken 
from the shell, will in a moment begin to put itself in a 
posture of attack, opening its mouth as if it had been 
taught and trained to fight. We know that young lions,, 
when tamed and domesticated, will still retain the wild 
nature of their fellows of the forest, and were liberty 
given them, would prey as fiercely as others. So with 
the child ; you may bind him with the green withes of 
education, but the strong Samson of his evil heart shalJ 
soon rend the bonds in twain. You may do what you 
will with him, but since you cannot change his heart, 
tliat carnal mind shall still be at enmity against God ; 
and notwithstanding training, education, chastisement, 
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and ;n;ood example, lie will still be an enemy to God 
Hence tlie absolute necessity of earnest prayer for our 
children, that they may receive the grace of God. 


riSr hell, there is no hope. Thej^ have not even the 
j_ hope of dying — the hope of being annihilated. 
Tliey are for ever — -for ever — foe ever — ^lost ! On 
every chain in hell, there is written ^^for ever.” In 
the fires, there blazes out the word " for ever.” Up 
above their heads, they read for ever.” Their eyes 
are scorched, and their hearts are pained with the 
thought that it is for ever.” Oh ! if I could tell you 
to-night that hell would one day he burned out, and 
that those who were lost might be saved, there would 
be a jubilee in hell at the very thought of it. But it 
cannot be — ^it is an eternity of hell without hope of 
escape. 


f E who constitute the Israel of God, were once the 
slaves of sin and Satan ; we served with hard 
bondage and rigour whilst in our natural state; no 
bondage was ever more terrible than ours ; we indeed 
made bricks without straw, and laboured in the very 
fim But by the strong hand of God we have been 
delifered. We have come forth from the prison-house; 
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with joy we behold ourselves emancipated — the Lord’s 
free men. The iron yoke is taken from our necks; 
we no longer serve our lusts, and pay obedience to the- 
tyrant sin. With a high hand and an outstretched 
arm, our God has led us forth from the place of our 
captivity, and joyfully we pursue our journey through 
the wilderness. 


S LEEPY Christian, let me shout m thine ears ; thou 
art sleeping while souls are being lost ; sleeping 
while men are being damned; sleeping while hell is 
being i)eopled; sleeping while Christ is being dis- 
honoured; sleeping while the devil is grinning at thy 
sleepy face ; sleeping while demons are dancing round 
thy slumbering carcass, and all hell is mocking, be- 
cause a Christian is asleep. You will never find the 
devil drowsy. Watch,, and be sober, that ye may be 
always up to do your duty. 


<>o>CKo«o- 


S INNER, thy sins are the seed-corn of an 
eternal harvest. What a harvest is that which 
thou hast prepared for thy poor soul ! Thou hast sown 
the wind, tliou shalt reap the whirlwind ; thou hast 
sown iniquity, thou shalt reap damnation. Consider 
how thou hast sinned against the gospel ? Remember, 
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how many times thou hast heard it preached. Why, 
since thy birth, there have been waggon -loads of 
sermons wasted on thee. Thj’’ parents prayed for tliee 
in thy youth; thy friends instructed thee till thou 
didst come to manhood. Since then how many a tear 
has been wept by the minister for thee ! How many an 
earnest appeal has been shot into thine heart! But 
thou hast rent out the arrow. Ministers liave been 
concerned to save thee, and thou hast never been con- 
cerned about thyself. Oh, how ill hast thou used the 
Lord Jesus? Remember, Christ is very pitiful to 
sinners now, but in the day of judgment you shall 
find that he is full of justice too. There is nothing 
which burns more fiercely than that soft substance oil, 
so there is nothing that will be so terrible as that 
gentle-hearted Saviour, when he comes to bo your 
judge. Fiercer than a lion on his prey is love when 
once incensed. Despise Christ on the cross, and it 
will be a fearful thing to be judged by Christ on his 
throne. 


B eloved brethren, can you conceive how much 
your gracious Lord will love you when you are 
in heaven? Have you ever tried to fathom that 
bottomless sea of affection in which you shall swim, 
when you shall bathe yourself in seas of heavenly 
rest? Did you ever think of the love which the 
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dear Redeemer will manifest to you, wlien lie sliall 
present you without spot, or hlemisli, or any such 
thing, before his Father’s throne? Well, pause, and 
remember that he loves you at this hour as much as he 
will love you then; for he is the unchanging God, the 
same for ever as he is to-day, and the same to-day as 
he will be for ever. This one thing I know : if J esus’ 
heart is set on me he will not love me one atom better 
when this head wears a crown, and when this hand 
shall with joyous fingers touch' the strings of golden 
harps, than he does now, amidst all my sin, and care, 
and woe. I believe that most gracious saying of my 
most loving Lord — the Father hath loved me, 
even so have I loved you” A higher degree of love 
we cannot imagine. The Father loves his Son in- 
finitely, and even so to-day, believer, doth the Son of 
God love thee. Every bowel yearns over thee; all 
his heart flows out to thee. All his life is thine ; all 
his person is thine. He cannot love thee more ; he 
will not love the less. The same yesterday, to-day, 
and for ever.” 




A fter passing the Red Sea, the song of Moses 
was sung hy the side of a sea, which was glassy, 
and still. For a little season the floods had been dis- 
turbed, divided, separated, congealed, but afterwards 
when Israel had passed the flood, they became smooth 
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and tranq^uil^ for the enemy had sunk to the bottom 
like a stone, and the sea returned to its strength %vlien 
the morning appeared. Is there ever a time, then, 
when this great sea of Providence, which now stands 
parted to give a passage to God’s saints, shall be(a>me 
a level surface? Is there a day wlien the now divided 
dispensations of God, which are kept from following 
out their legitimate tendency to do justice upon sin— ■ 
when the two seas of justice shall commingle, and the 
one sea of God’s providence shall be a sea of glass 
mingled with fire?” Yes, the day is drawing nigh 
when God’s enemies shall no longer make it necessary 
for God’s providence to be apparently disturbed to 
save his people, for the great designs of God shall be 
accomplished^ and thereforo nuuiifest order shall be 
restored, the walls of water shall roll together whilst 
in their inmost depths the everlasting btirning fire 
shall consume the wicked. Oh I the scji shall bo 
calm upon the surface; the sea upon which God’s 
people shall walk, shall be a sea that is clear, 
without a, weed, without an impurity; whilst down in 
its hollow hosom, far beyond all mortal ken, shall be 
the horrid depths where the wicked must for ever 
dwell in the fire which is mingled with the glass. 





F rom the fiery days of the stakes of Smithfield even 
until now, the world’s black heart has hated the 
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clinrcli, and tlie world’s cruel Land and laugLiiig lip 
Lave been for ever against her. The Lost of the 
niiglity are pursuing tlie little flock, thirsting for our 
blood, and anxious to cut us off from the earth. Such 
is our position unto this hour ; we are in the land of the 
enemy ; and such must it be until we are landed on the 
otlier side of Jordan, or until our glorious Leader comes 
to reign upon the earth. 


oo^iKoo 


D id yoii ever think of the value of a soul ? Ah ! 

ye have not heard the howls and yells of hell ; 
ye have not joined in the mighty songs and hosannas of 
the glorified ; ye have not ploughed the shoreless sea 
of eternity, nor beheld the terrors of the throne of 
judgment, and till then ye cannot know the full value 
of the soul. 


-o-c);'4afc;oo 


C HRIST is the same; upon his brow there is ne’er a 
fiuTOw; his locks are grey with venerable etei'- 
nity, but not with imbecile decay ; his feet stand as 
firm as when they trod the everlasting mountains in 
the years before the world was made — his eyes are as 
piercing as when, for the first time, he looked upon a 
new-horn world. Christ’s person never changes. 
Should he come on earth to visit us again, as sure he 
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will, we should find him the same Jesus; as loving, as 
approachable, as generous, as kind; and though arrayed 
ill nobler garments than he wore when first he visited 
earth, though no more the Man of Sorrows and grief’s 
acquaintance, yet he would be the same person ; un- 
changed by all his glories, his triumphs, and his joys. 
We bless Christ, that amid his heavenly splendours 
his person is just the same, and his nature unaffected. 

Jesus Christ the same yesterday, to-day, and for 
everc” 

G OD’S first and greatest object is his own glory. 

There was a time before all time, when there 
was no day but the Ancient of days, when God dwelt 
alone in the maguificence of his sublime solitude. 
Whether he should create, or not create, was a question 
depending upon the answer to another question — Would 
it be to his honour or not ? He determined tliat he 
would glorify liimself by creating; but in creating, 
beyond all doubt, his motive was liis glory. And since 
that time, he hath ever ruled the earth, and even 
blessed it with the same object in his infinite mind — 
his own glory and honour. Lesser motive for God to 
have, were less than divine ; it is the highest position 
to which you or I could attain, to live for God ; and 
the very highest virtue of God is, for him to magnify 
himself in all his greatness as the Infinite and the 
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Eternal. Whatever^ then, God permits or does, he doth 
with this one motive — his own glory. And even salva- 
tion, costly though it was, and infinitely a henefaction 
to us, had for its first object, and for its grand result, 
the exaltation of the Being and of the attributes of the 
Supreme Ruler. 

W HENEVER God has blessed the Church, he has 
secured himself the glory of the blessing, though 
we have had the profit of it. Sometimes he has been 
pleased to redeem his people by might ; but then he 
has so used the power that all the glory hath 
come to him, and his head alone hath worn the 
croNvn. Did he smite Egypt, and lead forth his people 
with a strong hand and an outstretched arm ? the glory 
was not to the rod of Moses, but to the Almighty power 
which made the rod so potent. Did he lead his people 
through the wilderness and defend them from their 
enemies ? Still, did he, by teaching the people their 
dependanco upon him, preserve to himself all the glory. 
So that not Moses or Aaron amongst the priests or 
prophets could share the honour with him. And tell 
me, if ye will, of slaughtered Anak, and the destruc- 
tion of the tribes of Canaan; tell me of Israel’s pos- 
sessing the promised land ; tell me of Philistines routed, 
and laid heaps on heaps ; of Midianites made to fall on 
each other ; tell me of kings and princes who fled apace 
and fell, until the ground was wlxite, like the snow in 
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Salmon. I will say of every one of these triumphs, 
Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously 
and I will say at the end of every victory, Crown 
crown him^ for he hath done it; and let his name 
he exalted and extolled, -world without end. 


D id you ever hear of a nation under British rule 
being converted to God? Mr. Moffat and our 
great friend, Dr. Livingstone, have been labouring in 
Africa with great success, and many have been con- 
verted. Did you ever hear of the conversion of Cuflir 
tribes protected — or, rather, enslaved — ^l.)y England? 
It is only a people that have been left to themselves, 
and preached to by men as men, that have been brought 
to God. Eor my part, I conceive, that when an entc‘r- 
prise begins in martyrdom, it is none the less likely to 
prosper; bxxt when a conquering nation begins to preach 
the gospel to those they have conquered, it is not likely 
to succeed. All the swords that have ever flashed from 
Scabbards, have not aided Christ’s cause a single grain. 
Mohamed’s religion might bo propagated by the scimi- 
tar, but Christ’s gospel must be sustained by love. The 
great crime of war can never promote the i-eligion of 
peace. The battle, and the garment rolled in blood » 
are not a fitting prelude to peace on earth, goodwill 
toward men.” I do firmly hold, that the slaughter of 
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men, that bayonets, and swords, and guns, have never 
yet been, and never can be, promoters of the gospel. 
The gospel will proceed without them, but never 
through them. “Not by might.” Now do not be 
befooled again, if you hear of the English conquering 
in China; do not go down on yoiir knees and thank God 
for it, and say, it is such a heavenly thing for the 
spread of the gospel, foT it is not Experience 
teaches us the reverse : and if yoix look upon the map, 
you will find I have stated the truth, that where our 
arms have been victorious, the gospel has been hindered 
rather than assisted; so that where South Sea Islanders 
have bowed their knees to heaven and cast their idols 
to the bats, British Hindoos have kept their idols ; and 
where Bechuanas and Bushmen have turned unto the 
Lord, British Caffirs have not been converted; not, 
perhaps, because they were British, but because the 
very fact of the missionary being a Briton, put him 
above them, and weakened his influence among them* 
Hush thy trump, 0 war ; put away thy gaudy trap- 
pings and thy blood-stained drapeiy ; if thou thinkest 
that the canuon with the cross upon it, is really sancti- 
fied, and if thou imaginest that thy banner hath become 
holy, because it is adoi'ued with a Christian emblem, 
thou dreamest of a lie. The scarlet is the red stain of 
uiurdcr, and thy glories are but boastings in a most dia- 
bolical crime. God wanteth not thee to help his cause. 
“ It is not by armies, nor by power, but by my Spirit, 
saith the Lord.” 
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W E have delighted in our happier moments, in days 
that have rolled away, to think of that precious 
Redeemei', who loved us when we had no being ; we 
have often sung with rapture of him that loved us 
when we loved not him. 


Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God 5 
He to save my soul from danger 
Interposed his precious blood.” 


We have looked back, too, upon the years of our 
troubles and our trials ; and we can bear our solemn, 
though humble witness, that he has been true to us 
in all our exigencies, and has never failed us once. 
Come, then, let us comfort ourselves with this thought 
— that though to-day he may distress us with a sense 
of sin, yet his heart is the same to us as ever. Christ 
may wear masks that look black to his people, but his 
face always shines with the same smile of love. Christ 
|inay sometimes take a rod in his hand instead of a golden 
jsceptre; but the name of his saints is as much en- 
jgraved upon the hand that grasps the rod as upon the 
l|)alm that clasps the sceptre. 


r DERSTAKDING can never arrive at that peace 
which the Christian hath attained. The philo- 
sopher may teach us much, but he can never give us. 
rules whereby to reach the peace that Christians enjoy 
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in their conscience. Diogenes may tell ns to do with, 
out everything, and may live in his tub, and then 
tliink himself happier than Alexander, and that he 
enjoys peace; but we look upon the poor creature, and 
though we may be astonished at liis courage, yet we 
are obliged to despise his folly. We do not believe 
that even when he had dispensed with everything, he 
possessed a quiet of mind, a total and entire peace- 
such as the true believer can enjoy. We find the greatest 
philosophers of old laying down maxims for life, which 
they thought would certainly promote happiness. We 
remark that they were not always able to practise 
them tliemsclves, and many of their disciples, when 
they laboured hai’d to put them in execution, found 
themselves encumbered with impossible rules to accom- 
plish impossible objects. But the Christian man does 
with faith what a man can never do himself. ^^Wo 
that have believed do enter into rest.” 


G od will not acquit the wicked, hecame lie is good. 
The judge must condemn the murderer, because 
he loves his nation. The kindness of a king demands 
the punishment of those who are guilty. It is not 
wrathful in the legislature to make severe laws against 
great sinners ; it is but love towards the good, that sin 
should bo restrained. Yon great flood-gates, which 
keep hack the torrent of sin, are painted black, and 
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look riglit terrible; like horrid dungeon-gateSj they 
affright my spirit ; but are they proofs tl:at God is not 
good? No ; if ye could open wide those gates, and let 
the deluge of sin flow on us, then would you cry, O 
God, O God ! shut-to the gates of punishment again ; 
let law again be established, set up the pillars, and 
swing the gates upon their hinges ; shut again the gates 
of punishment, that this world may not again be utterly 
destroyed by men who have become worse than brutes.” 
It needs for very goodness’ sake that sin should be 
punished. Mercy, with her weeping eyes (for she hath 
wept for sinners), when she finds they will not repent, 
looks more terribly stern in her loveliness than Justice 
in all his majesty; she drops the white flag from her 
hand, and saith ^^No; I called, and they refused; I 
stretched out my hand, and no man regarded; let 
them die, let them die and that texTible word from 
the lip of Mercy’s self is harsher thunder than the very 
damnation of Justice. Oh, yes, the goodness of God 
demands that men should perish, if they will not turn 
from sin. 


oJOsCoo— 


S ometimes tears are base things ; the offspring of 
a cowardly spirit. Some men weep when they 
shonld knit their brows, and many a woman weepetli 
when she should resign herself to the will of God. 
Many of those briny drops are but an expression of 
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cilild-like weakness. It were well if we could wipe 
suck tears away, and face a frowning -world with a 
constant countenance. But ofttimes tears are the index 
of strength. There are periods -when they are the 
noblest things in the world. The tears of penitents 
are precious; a cup of them -were worth a king’s 
ransom. It is no sign of w^eakness when a man weeps 
for sin ; it shows that he hath strength of mind ; nay 
more, that he hath strength imparted by God, -which 
enables him to forswear his lusts and overcome his 
passions, and to turn unto God with full purpose of 
heart And there are other tears, too, -which are the 
evidences not of weakness, but of might — the tears of 
tender sympathy are the children of strong affection, 
and they are strong like their parents. He that loveth 
much, must weep much ; much love and much sorrow 
must go together in this vale of tears. The unfeeling 
heart, the unloving spirit may pass from earth’s portal 
to its utmost hound almost without a sigh, except for 
itself ; hut he that loveth hath digged as many wells of 
tears as he has chosen objects of affection ; for by as 
many as our friends are multiplied, by so many must 
our griefs be multiplied too, if we have love enough to 
share in their griefs and to hear their burden for them. 
The largest hearted man will miss many sorrows that a 
smaller one will feel, but he will have to endure many 
sorrows the poor narrow-minded spirit never knoweth. — 
Let all men know that there are such men as weepem 
who are hlest 
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A ll tilings have changed. We believe that not only 
in appearance but in reality^, the world is grow- 
ing old. The sun itself must soon grow dim with age ; 
the folding up of the worn out vesture has commenced; 
the chanffino: of the heavens and the earth has cer- 
tainly begun. They shall perish ; they all shall wax 
old as doth a garment:” but for ever blessed be him 
who is the same^ and of whose years there is no end. 
The satisfaction that the mariner feels when, after hav- 
ing been tossed about for many a day, he puts Ills foot 
upon the solid shore, is just the satisfaction of a Chris- 
tian, when, amidst all the changes of this troublous life, 
he plants the foot of his faith upon such a text as this — 
The same yesterday, and to-day, and for ever.” The 
same stability that the anchor gives the ship, when it 
hath at last got the grip of some immovable rock, that 
same stability doth our hope give to our spirit, when, 
like an anchoi', it fixes itself in a trutli so glorious as 
this — Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and to-day, 
and for ever.” 


o>ge;oo 


I T would seem as if some men had been sent into this 
world, for tlie very purpose of being the world’s 
weepers. God’s great house is thoroughly furnished 
with everything; everything that can express the 
thoug!!l| and the emotions of the inhahitants God hath 
made. I find, in nature, plants to be everlasting 
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weepers. There by the lonely brooks where the maiden 
cast away her life, the willow weeps for eYer ; and 
there, in the graveyard, where men lie slumbering till 
the trumpet of the archangel shall awaken them, stands 
the dull cypress, mourning in its sombre garments. 
Now, as it is with nature, so it is with the race of man. 
Mankind have bravery and boldness ; they must have 
their heroes to express their courage. Mankind have 
some love to their fellow-creatures ; they must have 
their philanthropists to live out mankind’s philanthropy. 
Men have their sorrows ; they must have their weepers ; 
they must have men of sorrows, who have it for their 
avocation and their business, to sigh from the cradle to 
the grave, to be ever weeping, not so much for them- 
selves as for the woes of otlmrs. 




T here is one expression in the Song of Moses 
which ought to be, and I believe is, when set to 
music, very frequently repeated. It is that part of the 
song, as recorded in the Psalms, where it is declared 
that the whole host of Pharaoh were utterly destroyed, 
and there was not one of them left. When that great 
song was sung by the side of the Red Sea, there was 
no doubt a special emphasis laid upon that expression, 
^^not one.” I think I hear the hosts of Israel. Wlrm 
the words were known by them, they began and they 
proceeded thus : — “There is not one of them left;” and 
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then, in various parts, the words were repeated, “ Not 
one, not one.” And then the women with their sweet 
voices sang, “Not one, not one.” I helieve that at the 
last great day, a part of our triumph will he the fact, 
ri.at tliere is not one enemy left. We shall look abroad 
throughout the earth, and see it all a level sea; and 
not one foeman pursuing us — “not one, not one!” 
Raise thyself never so high, 0 thou deceiver, thou 
• •anst not live ; for not one false prophet shall escape. 
Lift thy head never so proudly, 0 despot, thou canst 
not live ; for not one tyrant shall be spared. Oh I h ei r 
jf heaven, not one sin shall cross the Jordan after thee; 
notone shall swim the Red Sea to overtake thee; but 
this shall be the summit of thy triumph — “Notone, 
!iot one ! not one of them is left.” 

" No more fatigue, no more distress, 

Nor sin nor hell shall reach the place ; 

No groans to mingle with the songs 

Which, warble from immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes; 

No cares to break the long repose; 

No midnight shade, no clouded sun; 

But sacred, high, eternal noon.” 


D ear friends, the last song in this world, the song 
of triumph, shall be fhU of God, and of no <me 
else. Here you praise the instrument; to-day you look 
on aiis man and on that, and you say, “Thank God 
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for this minister, and for this deacon !” To-day you 
say^ Blessed be God for Luther, who shook the 
Vatican; and thank God for Whitfield, who stirred up 
a slumbering church ; ” but in that day you shall not 
sing of Luther, nor of Whitfield, nor of any of the 
mighty ones of God’s hosts; forgotten shall their 
names be for a season, even as the stars refuse to shine 
when the sun himself appeareth. The song shall be 
unto Jehovah, and Jehovah only; we shall not have a 
word to say for preachers nor pastors, not a syllable to 
say for good men and true ; but the whole song from 
first to last shall be, “ Unto him tlmt loved us, and 
hath washed us from our sins in his own blood, unto 
him be glory for ever and ever. Amen.” 


O H I ye that lean wearily on your staff, the support 
of your old age, have ye not sins still clinging to 
your garments ? Are your lives as white as the snowy 
hair that crowns your head ? Do you not still feel that 
transgression besmears the skirts of your robe, and 
mars its spotlessness ? How often are you now plunged 
into the ditch till your own clothes* do abhor you. 
Cast your eyes over the sixty, the seventy, the eighty 
years, during which God hath spared your lives ; and 
can* ye for a moment think it possible, that ye can 
number up your innumerable transgressions, or com- 
pute the weight of the crimes which you have com- 
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mitted? O ye stars of heaven ! the astronomer may 
measure your distance and tell your height^ hut as for 
you, ye sins of mankind! ye surpass all thought. O 
ye lofty mountains ! the home of the tempest, the birth- 
place of the storm! man may climb your summits and 
stand wonderingly upon your snows ; but ye hills of 
sin! ye tower higher than our thoughts; ye chasms 
of transgressions ! ye are deeper than our imagination 
dares to dive. Do you accuse me of slandering human 
nature ? It is because you know it not. If God had 
once manifested your heart to yourself, you would 
bear me witness, that so far from exaggerating, my 
poor words fail to describe the desperateness of our 
eviL Oh! if we could each of us look into our hearts 
to-day — ^if our eyes could be turned within, so as to see 
the iniquity that is graven as with the point of the 
diamond upon our stony hearts, we should then say to 
the minister, that however he may depict the desperate- 
ness of guilt, yet can he not by any means surpass it. 
How great then, beloved, must be the ransom of Christ, 
when he saved us fiom all these sins ! Then men for 
whom Jesus died, however great their sin, when they 
believe, are justified from all their transgressions. 
Though they may have indulged in every vice and 
every lust which Satan conld sngg^t^ and which 
Ifcu msui '. nature could perform, yet once beKeving, all 
guflt is washed away. Year after y^r may have 
coated them with hlackn^s, hath -becOTte 
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pliant moment of confidence in Christ, the great re- 
demption takes away the guilt of numerous years. 
Nay, more, if it were possible for all the sins that men 
have done, in thought, or word, or deed, since worlds 
were made, or time began, to meet on one poor head — 
the great redemption is all-sufficient to take all these 
sins away, and wash the sinner whiter than the driven 
snow. 


ojaSKoo— — ~ 


Y OU know, beloved, that after all, the greatest 
works that have been done have been accom- 
plished by the ones. The hundreds do not often effect 
mucli ; the companies never do ; it is the units, just the 
single individuals, that after all, are the power and the 
might. Take any parish in England where there is 
a well-regulated society for doing good — it is some 
young woman or some young man who is the very 
life of it. Take any Church, there are multitudes in 
it, but it is some two or three that do the work. Look 
on the Reformation ; there might be many reformers, 
— there was but one Luther; there might be many 
teachers, — there was but one Calvin. Look ye upon 
the preachers of the last age, the mighty preachers 
who stirred up the churches ; there were many coad- 
jutors with them ; but after all, it was not Whitfield’s 
friends, nor Wesley’s friends, but the men themselves 
that did it. Individual effort is, after all, the grand 
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tiling. A man alone can do more than a man with 
fifty men at liis heels to fetter him. Committees are 
very seldom of much use ; and bodies and societies are 
sometimes a loss of strength instead of gain. It is said, 
that if Noah’s Ark had had to be built by a company, 
they would not have laid the keel yet ; and it is per- 
haps true. There is scarcely anything done by a body ; 
it almost always fails; because what is many men’s 
business is just nobody’s business at all. It is the same 
with religion, the grand things must be done by the 
ones, the great works of God must be accomplisbed by 
single men. Look back through old history. Who 
delivered Israel from the Philistines ? It was a soli- 
tary Samson. Who was it gathered the people together 
to rout the Midianites ? It was one Gideon, who cried, 
The sword of the Lord and of Gideon.” Who was 
he that smote the enemy? It was one Shamgar with 
his ox goad, or it was an Ehud with his dagger. 
Separate men — Davids with their slings and stones, 
have done more than armies will accomplish. 


Y OU see yonder ship. After a long voyage, it has 
neared the haven, but is much injured ; tlie sails 
are rent to ribbons, and it is in such a forlorn condition 
that it can scarcely enter the harbour : a steam-tug is 
pulling it in with the greatest possible difficulty. That 
is like the righteous being, scarcely saved.” But do 
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you see that other ship? It has made a prosperous 
voyage ; and now, laden to the water’s edge, with the 
sails all set, and with the white canvas filled with the 
wind, it rides into the harbour joyously and nobly. 
That is an abundant entrance;” and if you and I are 
helped by Grod’s Spirit to add to our faith virtue ; and 
to virtue knowledge ; and to knowledge temperance ; 
and to temperance patience; and to patience godliness; 
and to godliness brotherly kindness ; and to brotherly 
kindness charity,” we shall have, at the last, an abun- 
dant entrance into the kingdom of our Lord Jesus 
Christ” 


W HEN Moses sang at the Red Sea, he not only 
rejoiced for what had been done, but for the 
future consequences of it He said in himself — The 
people of Canaan, whom we are about to attack, will 
now be seized with sudden fear ; by the greatness of 
thy arm they shall be as still as a stone.” Oh I I think 
I hear them singing that verse of the song, sweetly and 
softly — ‘^as still as a stone.” How would the words 
roll forth, like gentle thunder heard in the distance — 
*^as still as a stone.” And when we sliall get on the 
other side the flood, see the triumph over our enemies, 
and behold our Master reigning, this will form a part 
of our song — ^that our foes must henceforth be '^^as 
still as a stone.” There will be a hell, but it will not 
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a hell of roaring devils, as it now is. They shall he 
as still as a stone.” There will he legions of fallen 
angels, but they shall no longer have courage, to attack 
us, or to defy Grod i they shall be as still as a stone. 
Oh! how grand will that sound, when the hosts of 
God’s redeemed, looking down on the demons chained, 
bound, silenced, struck dumb with terror, shall sing 
exultingly over them ! They must bo “ as still as a 
stone there they must lie, and bite their iron bands. 
The fierce despiscr of Christ can no more sjtit in his 
face ; the proud tyrant can no more lift his hands to 
oppress the saints ; even Satan can no more attempt to 
destroy. They shall all bo “ as still as a stone.” 

O H ! who shall measure the heights of the Saviour’s 
all-sufficiency? Tirst, tell how high is sin, and 
then, remember that as Noah’s flood pi-ovuiled over the 
tops of earth’s mountains, so the Hood of Christ’s re- 
demption prevails over the tops of the mountains of 
our sins. In heaven’s courts there are to-day men that 
once were murderers, and thieves, and drunkards, and 
whoremongers, and blasphemers, and persecutors ; but 
they have been washed — they have been sanctified. 
Ask them whence the brightness of their robes hath 
come, and where their purity hath been achieved, 
and they, with united breath, tell you that they have 
washed tlieir robes, and made them white in the blood 
of the Lamh. 
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O H ! how did heaven wonder ! how did the stars 

still with astonishment I and how did the angels 
hush their songs in reverent amazement^ when for the 
first time, God showed how he might be just and yet 
be gracious I Oh ! I think I see heaven astonished, 
and silence in the courts of God for the space of an 
hour, when the Almighty said, Sinner, I must and 
will punish thee on account of sin ! But I love thee ; 
the bowels of my love yearn over thee. How can I 
make thee as Admah? How shall I set thee as Zeboim; 
My justice says ^ smite,’ but my love stays my hand, 
and says, ^ Spare, spare the sinner!’ Oh! sinner, my 
heart hath devised it ; my Son, the pure and perfect, 
shall stand in thy stead, and be accounted guilty, and 
thou, the guilty, shall stand in my Son’s stead, and be 
accounted righteous!” It would make us leap upon 
our feet in astonishment if we did but realize this 
thoroughly — ^the wonderful mystery of the substitution 
of Christ for the sinner. 


S ometimes, right solemnly, the sacred mysteries 
of eternal wrath must be preached, but far oftener 
let us preach the wondrous love of God. There are 
more souls won by wooing than by threatening. It is 
not hell, but Christ, we desire to preach. O sinners ! 
we are not afraid to tell you of your doom, but we do 
not choose to be for ever dwelling on that doleful theme. 
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We rather love to tell you of Christ, and him crucified. 
We want to have our preaching rather full of the frank- 
incense of the merits of Christ, than of the smoke and 
fire, and terrors of Mount Sinai; we are not come 
unto Mount Sinai, but unto Mount Zion — where milder 
words declare the will of God, and rivers of salvation 
are abundantly flowing. 


F ull many a time has a preacher rendered Scrip- 
ture dark by his explanations, instead of making 
it brighter. Many a preacher has been like a painted 
window, shutting out the light instead of admitting it. 




H AST thou never fled to Christ for refuge ? Dost 
thou not believe in the Redeemer? Hast thou 
never confided thy soul to his hands? Then hear me; 
in God’s name, hear me just a moment. My friend, I 
would not stand in thy position for an hour for all the 
stars twice spelt in gold! For what is thy position? 
Thou hast sinned, and God will not acquit thee; 
he will punish thee. He is letting thee live; thou 
art reprieved. Poor is the life of one that is re- 
prieved without a pardon! Thy reprieve will soon 
run out; thine hour-glass is emptying every day. 
I see on some of you death has put his cold hand, and 
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frozen your hair to whiteness. Ye need your staff; it 
is the only harrier between you and the grave now ; 
and you are, all of you, old and young, standing on a 
narrow neck of land, between two boundless seas — that 
neck of land, that isthmus of life narrowing every 
moment, and you are yet unpardoned. Behold, as in a 
glass, the folly and danger of your delays. There is a 
city to be sacked, and you are in it. Soldiers are at 
the gates ; the command is given that every man in the 
city is to be slaughtered, save he who can give the 
password. Sleep on, sleep onl the attack is not to- 
day ; sleep on. But it is to-morrow, sir. Ay, 
it is not to-day, then, sleep on, sleep onl it is not 
till to-morrow, procrastinate I procrastinate. Hark ! 
1 Tiear a rumbling at the gates; the battering 
ram is at them ; the gates are tottering. Sleep on, 
sleep on; the soldiers are not yet at your doors! 
Ay, but I hear the shrill clarion sound ; they are in 
the streets. Hark to the shrieks of men and women ! 
Fierce men are slaughtering them ; they fall like grass 
before the mower! Sleep on; they are not yet ^tyour 
door. But, hark ! they are at the gate ; with heavy 
tramp I hear the soldiers marching up the stairs I 
Nay, sleep on, sleep on; they are not yet in your 
room. Why, they are there ; they have burst open 
the door that parted you from them, and there they 
stand I No, sleep on, sleep on ; the sword is not yet 
at your throat. It 1$ at your throat; you start 
with horror. Sleep on, sleep onl But you are 



204 


SPUKaEON’S GEMS. 


gone. Demon, why didst thou tell me to slumber ? 
It would have been wise in me to have escaped the city 
when first the gates were shaken. Why did I not ask 
for the password before the troops came? Why, by 
all that is wise, why did I not rush into the streets, and 
cry the password when the soldiers were there ? Why 
stood I till the knife was at my throat ? Ay, demon 
that thou art, be cursed ; but I am cursed with thee 
for ever !” You know the application ; it is a parable 
you can all expound ; ye need not that I should tell 
you that death is after you, that justice must devour 
you, that Christ crucified is the only password that can 
save you ; and yet you have not learnt it — that with 
some of you death is nearing, nearing, nearing, and 
that with all of you he is close at hand ! I need not 
expound how Satan is the demon, how in hell you shall 
curse him and curse yourselves, because you procrasti- 
nated — ^how that seeing God was slow to anger, you 
were slow to repentance — how, because he was great 
in power and kept back his anger, therefore you kept 
back your steps from seeking him; and as foolish 
procrastinators, you slept at the gates of hell. 


P RAYER is the certain forerunner of salvation. 

Sinner, thou canst not pray and perish ; prayer 
and perishing are two things that never go together. 
I ash you not what youx prayer is ; it may be a groan, 
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it may be a tear, a wox'dless prayer, or a prayer in 
broken English, ungrammatical and harsh to the ear: 
but if it be a prayer from thy inmost heart, thou 
shalt be saved. 


S INNER, unconverted sinner, thou hast often tried 
to save thyself; but thou hast always failed. Thou 
hast, by thine own power and might, souglit to curb 
thy evil passions and licentious desires. With thee, I 
lament that all thine efforts have been unsuccessful, 
and I warn thee that they will be always so, for thou 
never canst by thine own might save thyself ; 
with all the strength thou hast, thou never canst 
regenerate thine own soul; thou canst never cause 
thyself to be l)orn again. And though the new birth 
is absolutely necessary, it is absolutely impossible to 
thee, unless God the Spirit shall do it. 




W ORKS of art require some education in the 
beholder, before they can be thoroughly appreci- 
ated. We do not expect that the uninstructed should 
at once perceive the varied excellencies of a painting 
from a master hand; we do not imagine that the 
superlative harmonies of the Princes of Song will 
enrapture the ears of clownish listeners. There 
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must be something in the man himself, before he can 
understand the wonders either of nature or of art. 
Certainly, this is true of character. By reason of 
failure in our character, and faults in our life, we are 
not capable of understanding all the separate beauties, 
and the united perfection of the character of Christ, or 
of God his Father. Were we ourselves as pure as the 
angels in heaven, were we what our race once was, in 
the garden of Eden — ^immaculate and perfect — it is 
quite certain that we should have a far better and 
nobler idea of the character of God than we can by 
possibility attain unto in our fallen state. But you 
cannot fail to notice, that men, through the alienation 
of their natures, are continually misrepresenting God, 
because they cannot appreciate his perfection. Does 
God at one time withhold his hand from wrath ? Lo, 
they say that God hath ceased to judge the world, and 
looks upon it with listless, phlegmatic indifference. 
Does he at any time punish the world for sin ? They 
say he is severe and cruel. Men will misunderstand 
him, because they are imperfect themselves, and are 
not capable of admiring the character of God. 




C OMING to Christ is just the one essential thing 
for a sinner’s salvation. He that cometh not to 
Christ, do what he may, or think what he may, is yet 
in the gall of bitterness and in the bonds of iniquity.’* 
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Ooming to Christ is the very first efiect of regeneration 
No sooner is the soul quickened than it at once dis- 
covers its lost estate, is horrified thereat, looks out for 
a refuge, and believing Christ to be a suitable one, 
flies to him and reposes in him. Where there is not 
this coming to Christ, it is certain that there is as yet* 
no quickening; where there is no quickening, the soul 
is dead in trespasses and sins, and being dead it cannot 
enter into the kingdom of heaven. 




O MY heart, I bid thee now put thy treasure where 
thou canst never lose it. Centre it in Christ ; place 
all thine affections upon his person, all thy boast in his 
triumphs^ all thy trust in his efficacious blood, all thy 
joy in his presence, and then thou wilt have put thyself 
and put thine all where thou canst never lose any- 
thing, because it is secure. Remember, O my heart, 
that the time is coming when all things must fade, 
and when thou must part with all. Death’s gloomy 
night must soon put out thy sunshine ; the dark flood 
must soon roll between thee and all thou hast below. 
Then put thine heart with him who will never leave 
thee; trust thyself with him who will go with thee 
through the black and surging current of death’s 
stream, and who will walk with you up the steep hills 
of heaven and make thee sit together with him in 
heavenly places for ever. Go, tell thy secrets to that 
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friend that sticketh closer than a brother. My hearty I 
charge thee^ trust all thy. concerns with him who 
never can be taken from thee^ who will never leave 
thee^ and who will never let thee leave him, even 
Jesus Christ the same yesterday, and to-day, and 
.for ever.” 


I HAVE stood by the graves of many servants of the 
Lord. I have buried some of the excellent of the 
earth ; and when I bid farewell to my brother down 
below there, slumbering in his coffin, I usually com- 
mence my speech with those words, So lie giveth his 
beloved sleep.” Dear servants of J esus I There I see 
them I What can I say of them, but that so he giveth 
his beloved sleep ? ” Oh ! happy sleep I This world is a 
state of tossing to and fro ; but in that grave they rest. 
No sorrows there ; no sighs, no groans, to mingle with 
the songs that warble from immortal tongues. Well 
may I addresp the dead thus : — My brother, often- 
times hast thou fought the battles of this world ; thou 
hast had thy cares, thy trials, and thy troubles ; but 
now thou art gone — ^not to wmrlds unknown, but to 
yonder land of light and glory. Sleep on, brother . 
Thy soul sleepeth not, for thou art in heaven ; but thy 
body sleepeth. Death hath laid thee in thy last couch ; 
it may be cold, but it is sanctified ; it may be damp, but 
it is safe ; and on the resurrection morning, when the 
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archangel shall set his trumpet to his mouth, thou shalt 
rise. ^ Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord : yea, 
saith the Spirit, for they rest from their labours, and 
their works do follow them.’ Sleep on in thy grave, 
my brother, for thou shalt rise to glory.” he 

giveth his beloved sleep.” 


T he cross of Christ is Chrisfs glory* Man seeks to 
win his glory by the slaughter of others — Christ 
by the slaughter of himself : men seek to get crowns 
of gold — he sought a crown of thorns: men think 
that glory lieth in being exalted over others — Christ 
thought that his glory did lie in becoming “^^a worm 
and no man,” a scoff and reproach amongst all that 
beheld him. He stooped when he conquered \ and he 
counted that the glory lay as much in the stooping as 
in the conquest. 

I F kingdoms should go to rack, the Christian need 
not tremble. Imagine for a moment a riot of 
horrors. Suppose for the next three days the sun 
should not rise, and that the moon should be turned 
into a clot of blood ; imagine that a darkness which 
might be felt, brooded over all men; imagine next 
that all the world did tremble in an earthquake, till 
every tower and house and hut fell down ; conceive 
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next that the sea forgot its place and leaped npon the 
earthy and that the mountains lost their stability, and 
began to tremble from their pedestals ; conceive that a 
blazing comet streamed across the sky — that the thun- 
der bellowed incessantly — that the lightnings without 
a moment’s pause followed one the other; imagine then 
that thou didst behold divers ghastly hordes of fiendish 
ghosts and grim spirits ; imagine next, that the sound 
of the dread trumpet of judgment waxed exceeding 
loud and long, and was attended by a dolorous chorus 
of the shrieks of despairing, damned, and tormented 
souls. And now, pause a moment, and imagine that in 
the midst of all this confusion there was to be found a 
saint, a believer. My friend, ^Mesus Christ the same 
yesterday, to-day, and for ever,” would keep him as 
secure amidst all these horrors as we are to-day. 0 
rejoice; I have pictured the worst that can come. 
Then you would be secure. Come what may, you are 
safe, for Jesus Christ is a sure Redeemer, 


G od knows the burial places of all his people. He 
notes as well the resting-place of the man who is 
buried tombless and alone, as that of the monarch over 
whom a mausoleum has been raised. The traveller who 
fell in the barren desert, whose body became the prey 
of the vulture, and whose bones were bleached in the 
sun — ^the mariner, who was wrecked far out at sea, and 
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over whose corpse no dirge was ever wailed, except the 
howling of the winds, and the murmuring of the wild 
waves — the thousands who have perished in battle, 
unnumbered and unburied — the many who have died 
alone, amid dreary forests, frozen seas, and devouring 
snow-storms — all these, and the places of their sepul- 
chre, are known to God. That silent grot within the 
sea, where pearls lie deep, where now the shipwrecked 
one is sleeping, is marked by God as the death-p||Lce of 
one of his redeemed; that place upon the mountain 
side, the deep ravine into which the traveller fell and 
was buried in a snow-drift, is marked in the memory of 
God as the tomb of one of the human race. No body 
of man, however it may have been interred or unin- 
terred, has passed beyond the range of God’s knowledge. 
Blessed be his name, if I shall die, and lie where the 
rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep, in some neg- 
lected corner of the churchyard, I shall be known 
and rise as surely recognised by my glorious Father, as 
if interred in the cathedral, where forests of gothic 
pillars proudly stand erect, and where the songs of 
myriads perpetually salute high heaven. I shall be 
known as well as if I had been buried in solemn pomp, 
and had been interred with music and with dread 
solemnities ; and I shall be recognised as well as if the 
marble trophy and the famous pillar had been raised to 
my remembrance ; for God knoweth no such thing as 
forgetfulness of the burying places of his children. 
Moses sleeps in some spot that eye hath not seen ; God 
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kissed away his soul, and he buried him where Israel 
could never find him^, though they may have searched 
for him. But God knoweth where Moses sleeps ; and 
if lie knows that^he understands where all his children 
are hidden. Ye cannot tell me where is the tomb of 
Adam ; ye could not point out to me the sleeping place 
of Abel. Is any man able to discover the tomb of 
Methuselah^ and those long-lived dwellers in the time 
befor^ the flood? Who shall tell where the once- 
treasured body of Joseph now sleeps in faith? Can 
any of you discover the tombs of the kings, and mark 
the exact spot where David and Solomon rest in solitary 
grandeur? No, those things have passed from human 
recollection, and we know ■ not where the great and 
mighty of the past are buried; but God knoweth, for 
death and hades are open before the Lord. 


o><8c;o 


B ring out your fears, and hang them here upon the 
scaffold. Blow them away at the great guns of 
the promises, let them be destroyed for ever. They 
are renegade mutineers ; let them be cut off, let them 
be utterly destroyed, and let us sing, Therefore will 
we not fear though the earth be removed, and though 
the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea; 
though the waters thereof roar and be troubled, though 
the mountains shake with the swelling thereof.” 
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L earn to look upon God as being as severe in his 
justice as if he were not loving^ and yet as loving 
as if he were not severe. His love does not diminish 
his justice^ nor does his justice^ in the least degree^ 
make warfare upon his love. The two things are 
sweetly linked together in the atonement of Christ 
But mark^ we can never understand the fulness of 
the atonement till we have first grasped the Scriptural 
truth of God’s unswerving justice. There was never 
an ill word spoken^ nor an ill thought conceived^ nor 
an evil deed done^ for which God will not have punish- 
ment from some one or another. He will either have 
satisfaction from you^ or else from Christ. If you 
have no atonement to bring through Christ you 
must for ever lie paying the debt (which you' never 
can pay) in eternal misery ; for as surely as God is 
God, he will sooner lose his Godhead than suffer one 
sin to go unpunished, or one particle of rebellion to 
escape his word. 

^ oo^Oo 

W HAT would her Majesty think of her soldiers, if 
they should swear they were loyal and true, and 
yet should say — ^'Your Majesty, we prefer not to wear * 
these regimentals ; let us wear the dress of civilians ! 
we are right honest men, and upright ; but do not care 
to stand in your ranks, acknowledged as your soldiers : 
we had rather slink into the enemy’s camp, and into 
your camp too, we therefore prefer not to wear anything 
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that would mark us as being your soldiers I” Ah I 
some of you do the same with Christ. You are going 
to be secret Christians, are you, and slink into the 
deyil’s camp, and into Christ’s camp, but acknowledged 
by none? Well, ye must take the chance of it, if ye 
will be double-minded ; but I should not like to risk it. 
It is a solemn threatening — Of him will I be ashamed 
when I come in the glory of my Father, and all his 
holy angels with me I” It is a solemn thing, I say, 
when Christ says, Except a man take up his cross 
and follow me, he cannot be my disciple.” 

T he universal law of love will not allow us to shut 
out any man from our love, however vile he may 
be. The common habit with the harlot and the profli- 
gate is to drive them out of society as a curse. It is 
not right, it is not Christian-like. We are bound to 
love even such as these, and not to drive them from the 
land of hope, but seek to reclaim them. Is a man a 
rogue, a thief, or a liar ? I cannot love his roguery, or 
I should be a rogue myself. I cannot love his lying, 
or I should be untrue ; but I am bound to love him 
€still, and even though I am wronged by him, yet I 
must not harbour one vindictive feeling, but as I Would 
desire God to forgive me, so I must forgive him, and if 
he so sins against the law of the land, that he is con- 
demned to be punished (and rightly so) I am to love 
him in the punishment; for I am not to condemn him 
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to imprisonment vindictively, but I am to do it for his 
good, that he may be led to repent through the punish- 
ment ; I am to give him such a measure of punishment 
as shall be adequate, not as an atonement for his crime, 
but to teach him the evil of it, and to induce him to 
forsake it. But let me condemn him with a tear in my 
eye, because I love him still. And let me, when he is 
thrust into prison, take care that all his keepers attend 
to him with kindness, and although there be a necessity 
for sternness and severity in prison discipline, let it not 
go too far lest it merge into cruelty, and become wanton, 
instead of useful. I am bound to love him, though he 
be sunken in vice and degraded. The law knows of 
no exception. It claims my love for him. I must love 
him. I am not bound to take him to my house ; I am 
not bound to treat him as one of my family. There 
may be some acts of kindness which would be impru- 
dent, seeing that by doing them I might ruin others and 
reward vice. I am bound to set mj face against him, 
as I am just, but I feel I ought not to set my heart 
against him, for he is my brother-man ; and though the 
devil has besmeared his face, and spits his venom in his 
mouth, so that when he speaks he speaks in oaths, and 
when he walks, his feet are swift to shed blood, yet 
he is a man, and, as a man, he is my brother, and as a 
brother I am bound to love him; and if by stooping, I 
can lift him up to something like moral dignity, I am 
wrong if I do not do it, for I am bound to love him as 
t love myself. 
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S uppose a liar says that it is not in his power xo 
speak the truth, that he has been a liar so long 
that he cannot leave it off ; is that an excuse for him ? 
Suppose a man, who has long indulged in lust sliould 
tell you that he finds his lusts have so girt about him, 
like a great iron net, that he cannot get lad of them, 
would you take that as an excuse ? Truly, it is none 
at all. If a drunkard has become so foully a drunkard, 
that he finds it impossible to pass a public-house with- 
out stepping in, do you therefore excuse him? No; 
because his inability to reform lies in his nature, which 
he has no desire to restrain or conquer. The thing 
that is done, and the thing which causes it, being both 
from the root of sin, are two evils which cannot excuse 
each other. What though the Ethiopian cannot change 
his skin, nor the leopard his spots? It is because you 
have learned to do evil that you cannot now learn to 
do well ; and instead, therefore, of letting you sit down 
to excuse yourselves, let me put a thunderbolt beneath 
the seat of your sloth, that you may be startled by it 
and aroused. Remember, that to sit still is to be 
damned to all eternity. 


W HEN you bewail the world’s iniquity, let not your 
emotions end in tears ; mere weeping will do 
nothing without action. Get on your feet; ye that 
have voices and knowledge, go forth and preach the 
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gospel^ preach it in every street and lane of tins linge 
city; ye that have wealth, go forth and spend it for the , 
poor, and sick, and needy, and dying, the uneducated, 
the unenlightened; ye that have time, go forth and 
occupy it in deeds of goodness ; ye that have power in 
prayer, go forth and pray ; ye that can handle the pen, 
go fortli and write down iniquity — every man to his 
post, every one of you to your gun in this day of battle ; 
now for God and for his truth ; for God and for the 
right ; let every one of us who knows the Lord seek 
to fight under his banner I 


D reams — the disordered fabrics of a wild imagi- 
nation, the totterings of the fair pillars of a grand 
conception — how can they be the means of salvation ? 
You know Rowland Hill’s good answer ; I must quote 
it in default of a better. When a woman pleaded that 
she was saved because she dreamed so, he said, Well, 
my good woman, it is very nice to have good dreams 
when you are asleep ; but I want to see how you act 
when you are awake ; for if your conduct is not consis- 
tent with religion when you are awake, I will not give 
a snap of the finger for your dreams.” Ah, I marvel 
that ever any person should go to such a depth of 
ignorance as to tell the pastor the stories that I have 
heard myself about dreams. Poor dear creatures, 
when they were sound asleep they saw the gates of 
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heaven opened, and a white angel came and washed 
their sins away, and then they saw that they were 
pardoned; and since then they have never had a donbt 
or a fear. It is time that you should begin to doubt, 
then — high time that you should ; for if that is all the 
hope you have, it is a poor one. Remember it is, Who- 
soever calls upon the name of the Lord shall be saved,” 
not whosoever dreams about him. Dreams may do good. 
Sometimes people have been frightened out of their 
senses in them; and they were better out of their 
senses than they were in, for they did more mischief 
when they were in their senses than they did when 
they were out ; and the dreams did good in that sense. 
Some people, too, have been alarmed by dreams ; but 
to trust to them is to trust to a shadow, to build your 
hopes on bubbles, scarcely needing a puff of wind to 
burst them into nothingness. Oh I remember, you 
want no vision, no marvellous appearance- If yon 
have had a vision or a dream, you need not despise it ; 
it may have have benefited you ; but do not trust to it. 
But if you have had none, remember the promise is 
appended to believing, and not to dreaming. 


T hrough the fail, and through our own sin, 
the nature of man has become so debased, and 
depraved, and corrupt, that it is impossible for him to 
come to Christ without the assistance of God the Holy 
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Spirit. Now, in trying to exhibit how the nature of 
man thus renders him unable to come to Christ, you 
must allow me to take this figure. You see a sheep ; 
how willingly it feeds upon the herbage ! You never 
knew a sheep sigh after carrion ; it could not live on 
lion’s food. Now bring me a wolf ; and you ask me 
whether a wolf cannot eat grass, whether it cannot be 
just as docile and just as domesticated as the sheep. I 
answer, No ; because its nature is contrary thereunto. 
You say, Well, it has ears and legs; can it not hear 
the shepherd’s voice, and follow him wheresoever he 
leadeth it?” I answer, certainly, there is no physical 
cause why it cannot do so, but its nature forbids, and 
therefore I say it cannot do so. Can it not be tamed ? 
cannot its ferocity be removed ? Probably it may so 
far be subdued that it may become apparently tame, 
but there will always be a marked distinction between 
it and the sheep, because there is a distinction in 
nature. Now, the reason why man cannot come to 
Christ, is not because he cannot come, so far as his 
body or his mere power of mind is concerned, but 
because his nature is so corrupt that he has neither the 
will nor the power to come to Christ, unless drawn by 
the Spirit. But let me give you a better illustration. 
You see a mother with a babe in. her arms. You put 
a knife into her hand and tell her to stab that babe to 
the heart. She replies, and very truthfully, I can- 
not.” Now, so far as her bodily power is concerned, 
she can, if she pleases ; there is the knife, and there is 
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the child. The child cannot resistj and she has quite 
sufficient strength in her hand immediately to stab it 
to its heart. But she is quite correct when she says 
she cannot do it. As a mere act of the mind, it is 
quite possible she might think of such a thing as killing 
the child, and yet she says she cannot think of such a 
thing; and she does not say falsely, for her nature as a 
mother forbids her doing a thing from which her soul 
revolts. Simply because she is that child’s parent she 
feels she cannot kill it. It is even so with a sinner. 
Coming to Christ is so obnoxious to human nature that, 
although, so far as physical and mental forces are con- 
cerned (and these have but a very narrow sphere in 
salvation) men could come if they would : it is strictly 
correct to say that they cannot, and will not, unless 
the Bather ■who hath sent Christ doth draw them. 

T he whole world was drowned except those happy 
creatures who were found in the ark. The 
mightiest beast, and the tiniest insect, the stately ele- 
phant and the loathsome reptile, the fleet horse and the 
creeping snail, the graceful antelope, and the ugly toad 
—every living substance that was upon the face of the 
ground was involved in one common doom, save those 
only who were preserved alive in the ark. The noblest 
animals endowed with the finest instincts were dro-wned, 
despite their powers of s-wimming (if they were not 
fish), save those only who were sheltered in the ark. 
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The strongest winged fowls that ever cut the air were 
all wearied in their flight, and fell into the water, save 
those only who were housed in the ark. The proudest 
tenants of the forest, those who ranged fearlessly in the 
broad light of day, or those who prowled stealthily 
under the cover of night, the strongest, the mightiest, 
all were swallowed up in the vast abyss, save those only 
who were commanded by God to hide themselves 
within the shelter of the ark. Even so, there is only 
one way of salvation for all men living under heaven. 
There is only one name whereby they can be saved. 
Wouldst thou be saved, rich man? There is no way 
but that whereby the poverty-stricken pauper is also to 
be saved. Wouldst thou be delivered, thou man of in- 
telligence ? Thou shalt be saved in the same way as 
the most ignorant. There is none other name under 
heaven, given among men, whereby we must be saved,” 
but J esus Christ, and him crucified. There were not 
two arks, but one ark ; so there are not two Saviours, 
but one Saviour. There was no other means of salva- 
tion except the ark ; so there is no plan of deliverance 
except by Jesus Christ, the Saviour of sinners. In 
vain you climb the lofty top of Sinai ; fifteen cubits 
upwards shall the waters prevail. In vain you climb 
to the highest pinnacles of your self-conceit and your 
worldly merit : ye shall be drowned — drowned beyond 
the hope of salvation ; for Other foundation can no 
man lay than that which is laid — Jesus Christ and him 
crucified.” 
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A vaunt, Satan! WMle I am at peace with God, 
I am a match for all thy temptations. Thou 
offerest me silver ; I have gold. Thou bringest before 
me the riches of the earth; I have something more 
substantial than these. Avaunt! tempter of human 
kind! Avaunt! thou fiend! Thy temptations and 
blandishments are lost on one who has peace with God. 


T he wrath of man shall praise God. I believe the 
last song of the redeemed, when they shall ulti- 
mately triumph, will celebi’ate in heavenly stanzas the 
wrath of man overcome by God. Sometimes, after 
, great battles, monuments are raised to the memory of 
the fight; and of what are they composed? They are 
composed of weapons of death and of instruments of 
war, which have been taken from the enemy. Now, 
to use that illustration as I think it may be properly 
used, the day is coming when fury, and wrath, and 
hatred, and strife, shall all be woven into a song ; and 
the weapons of our enemies, when taken from them, 
shall serve to make monuments to the praise of God. 
Rail on, rail on, blasphemer! Smite on, smite on, 
tyrant! Lift thy heavy hand, O despot! crush the 
truth, which thou canst not crush ; dash from his 
head the crown — the crown that is far above thy reach 
— ^poor puny impotent mortal as thou art ! Go on, go 
on ! But all thou doest shall but increase his glories. 
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For aught we care, we bid you still proceed with all 
your wrath and malice. Though it shall be worse for 
you, it shall be more glorious for our Master; the 
greater your preparations for war, the more splendid 
shall be his triumphal chariot, when he shall ride through 
the streets of heaven in pompous array. The more 
mighty your preparations for battle, the more rich the 
spoil which he shall divide with the strong. O 
Christian, fear not the foe ! Remember, the harder 
his blows, the sweeter thy song ; the greater his wrath, 
the more splendid thy triumph ; the more he rages, the 
more shall Christ be honoured in the day of his 
appearing. 




I^EITHER Paul, nor an angel from heaven, nor 
Apollos, nor Cephas can help you in salvation. 
It is not of man, neither by man ; and neither pope, 
nor archbishop, nor bishop, nor priest, nor minister, 
nor any one hath any grace to give to others. We 
must each of us go ourselves to the fountain-head, 
pleading this promise — Whosoever calleth on the 
name of the Lord Jesus, shall be saved.” If I were 
shut up in the mines of Siberia, where I could never 
hear the gospel, if I called upon the name of Christ, 
the road is just as straight without the minister as 
with him, and the path to heaven is just as clear from 
the wilds of Africa, and from the dens of the prison- 
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house and the dungeon, as it is from the sanctuary of 
God. Nevertheless, for edification, all Christians love 
the ministiy, though not for salvation ; though neither 
in priest nor preacher do they trust, yet the word of 
God is sweet to them, and beautiful on the mountains 
are the feet of them that bring glad tidings of peace.” 

C AN ye think what must have been the greatness 
of the atonement which was the substitution for 
all the punishment which God would have cast upon 
us, if he had not poured it upon Christ? Look with 
solemn eye through the shades that part us from 
the world of spirits, and see that house of misery 
which men call hell ! Ye cannot endure the spec- 
tacle. Remember that in that place there are spirits 
for ever paying their debt to divine justice; but 
though some of them have been for these four thou- 
sand years sweltering in the flame, they are no nearer 
a discharge than when they began; and when ten 
thousand times ten thousand years shall have rolled 
away, they will no more have maide satisfaction to 
God for their guilt than they have done up till now. 
And now can you grasp the thought of the greatness 
of your Saviour’s mediation when he paid your 
debt, and' paid it all at once ; so that there now re- 
maineth not one farthing of debt owing from Christ’s 
people to their God, e:&cept a debt of love. To justice 
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the belicTer oweth nothing ; though he owed originally 
so much that eternity would not have been long enough 
to sufHce for the paying of it, yet, in one moment 
Christ did pay it all, so that the man who helieveth, is 
entirely justified from all guilt, and set free from all 
punishment, through what Jesus hath done. Think ye, 
then, lio'w great his atonement if he hath done all this. 


o-o^G>^o 


M y God, I could not drink from thy well, if thou 
hadst not put there the earthen pitcher of my 
Saviour ; but with him living waters from thy sacred 
well I draw. Heaven! thou art too bx'ight; I could 
not bear thy insufferable light if I had not this shade 
with which to cover myself ; but through it, as through 
a mist, I behold the halo of thy glory, undiminished 
in its effulgence, but somewhat diminished in its po- 
tency which would be my destruction. 


- O-o’ iOO> 


W E never read that Noah called up Shem, Ham, 
and J apheth to work at the pumps, nor yet that 
they had any, for there was not a bit of leakage about 
the ark. No doubt there were storms that year ; but 
we do not hear that the ship was ever in danger of 
being wrecked. The rocks, it is true, w^ere too low 
down to touch her bottom ; for fifteen cubits upwards 
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aid the waters prevail, and the mountains were covered. 
Rising twenty-seven feet above the loftiest mountains, 
she had no quicksands to fear ; they were too deep 
below her keel. But of coui’se she was exposed to the 
winds ; sometimes the hurricane might have rattled 
against her, and driven her along. Doubtless, at 
another time, the hail beat on her top, and the light- 
nings scarred the brow of night; but the ark sailed 
on, not one was cast out from her, nor were her sailors 
wearied with constant pumping to keep out the water, 
or frequent repairs to keep her secure. Though the 
world was inundated and ruined, that one ark sailed 
triumphantly above the waters. The ark was safe, 
and all who were in her were safe too. 

B eliever, thy deepest woes have ' been felt by 
some one, even more keenly than thou fcelcst 
them now. Thou sayest, I sink in deep mire where 
there is no standing.” There have been some that have 
sunk far deeper than thou hast sunk. Thou art up to 
thy ankles ; I have known some to have been up to 
the loins, and there have been some that have been 
covered over their very heads, so that they could say, 
All thy waves and thy billows have gone over me.” 
Your distresses are very painful, but they are not sin- 
gular ; others have had to endure the same. Be com- 
forted, it is not an uninhabited island; others have 
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been there too ; and if they have passed through tins, 
and won the crown, thou, shalt pass through it, and 
inherit yet the future glory of the believer. 


OO*:0:JOO* 


B egin* with the science of Christ crucified, and you 
stand in the sun, from which you see every 
other science moving in complete harmony. The 
greatest mind in the world will be assisted in its re- 
searches by beginning at the right end. The old saying 
is, Go from nature up to nature’s God but it is hard 
working up hill. The best thing is to go from nature’s 
God clown to nature ; and if you once get to nature’s 
God, and believe him, and love him, it is surprising how 
easy it is to hear music in the waves, and songs in the 
wild whisperings of the winds ; to see God everywhere, 
in the stones, in the rocks, in the rippling brooks, and 
hear him everywhere in the lowing of cattle, in the 
rolling of thunders, and in the singing of birds. Get 
Christ first, put him in the right place, and you will 
find him to be the wisdom of God in your own expe- 
rience. 


T he devil, who has been a liar from the beginning, 
we will credit ; but if our God promises anything, 
we say, Surely this is too good to be true,” and we 
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doutt the fulfilment, because it is not brought to pass 
exactly at the time and in the way we anticipate. Let 
us never harbour such suspicions of our God. If we 
say in our haste, All men are liars,” let us preserve 
this one truth, God cannot lie.” 


I N nature, after evening time there cometh night. 

The sun hath had its hours of journeying; the 
fiery steeds are weary; they must rest. Lo, they 
descend the azure steeps and plunge their burning 
fetlocks in the western sea, while night in her ebon 
chariot follows at their heels, God, however, over- 
steps the rule of nature. He is pleased to send to his 
people times when the eye of reason expects to see no 
more day, and fears that the glorious landscajje of 
God’s mercies will be shrouded in the darkness of his 
forgetfulness; but instead thereof, God overleapeth 
nature, and declares that at evening-time, instead of 
darkness, there shall be light. 


^ OD is slow to anger.” When mercy comett into 
\Jf the world, she driveth winged steeds : the axles 
of her chariot- wheels are glowing, hot with speed ; but 
when wrath cometh, it walketh with tardy footsteps ; 
it is not in haste to slay, it is not swift to condemn. 
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God’s rod of mercy is ever in liis liands outstretclied ; 
God’s sword of justice is in its scabbard: not rusted in 
it — it can be easily withdrawn — but held there by the 
hand that presses it back into its sheath, crying, Sleep 
O sword, sleep ; for I will have mercy upon sinners, 
and will forgive their transgressions.” God hath many 
orators in heaven; some of them speak with swift 
words. Gabriel, when he cometh down to tell glad 
tidings, speaketh swdftly: angelic hosts, when they 
descend from glory, fly with wings of lightning, when 
they proclaim, Peace on earth, good will towards 
men hut the dark angel of wrath is a slow orator ; 
he speaks with many a pause between, where melting 
pity joins her languid notes ; and when but half his 
oration is completed he often stays, and withdraws 
himself from his rostrum, giving way to pardon and to 
mercy; he having but addressed the people that they 
might be driven to repentance, and so might receive 
peace from the sceptre of God’s love. 


T he ark had sundry stories in it. They were 
not all of one height. There were lower, second, 
and third stories. Now, this is a figure of the different 
kinds of Christians who are carried to heaven. There 
is my poor mourning brother, who lives in the bottom 
stoi’y ; he is always singing, Lord what a wretched 
land is this 1” He lives just near the keel, on the bare 
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ribs of tlie ark. He is never very kappy. A little 
light reaches him from the wiiidou' at times; but 
generally lie is so far from the light that he walks in 
darkness^ and sees very little indeed. His state is 
that of constant groaning; he likes to hear it said. 
Through much tribulation you will enter the king- 
dom of heaven ; ” if you paint the Christian life as a 
very gloomy one, he will like your picture, for his is 
gloomy indeed; he is always poring over texts such as 
these, Oh, wretched man that I am,” or that other. 
They that pass through the valley of Baca make it a 
well : the rain also filletli the pools.” He is down in 
the lower story of the ark. But never mind; he is in 
the ark, though he has little faitli, and very much 
doubt. With lower, second, and third stories shalt 
thou make it.” There is one of our brethren up a 
little higher, and he is saying, I cannot exactly say 
I am safe ; yet I have a hope that my head will be 
kept above the billows, though it goes hard with mo at 
times. Now and then, too, the Lord bestows ^some 
drops of heaven ’ upon me. Sometimes I am like the 
mountains of Hermon, where ^the Lord commanded 
the blessing, even life for evermore.’ ” He is in the 
second story. Well, but he is no safer than the other 
one. He that is in the second story is no safer, though 
lie is happier than the man on the ground floor. All 
are safe, so long as they are in the ark. For my part, 
I like the uppermost story best. I had rather live up 
there, where I can sing, 0 God, my heart is fixed, I 
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will sing and giye praise, even witli my glory.” I love 
the place where the saints are always admonishing and 
encouraging one another with psalms, and hymns, and 
spiritual songs. I confess that I am obliged to go 
down to the lower story sometimes ; but I like running 
up the ladder to the third deck, whenever I can. But 
I am no more safe when I am in the top story than i 
am when I am in the bottom. The same wave that 
would split the ship and drown me, were I in the 
lowest story, would drown me if I were in the highest. 
However high some of us, and however low others of 
us may be, the same vessel bears us all, for we are one 
crew in one boat, and there is no dividing us. Come, 
then, my poor desponding hearer, is that your place, 
somewhere down at the bottom of the hold along with 
the ballast? Are you always in trials and troubles? 
Ah ! well, fear not, so long as you are in the ark. Do 
not be afraid, Christ is your strength and righteous- 
ness. A wave comes against the side of the ship, but 
it does not hurt the ship, it only drives the wedges in 
tighter. The Master is at the helm — will not that 
assure your heart? It has floated over so many 
billows — will not that increase your confidence? It 
must, indeed, be a strong billow that will sink it now ; 
there never shall be such an one. And where, think 
you, is the power that could destroy the souls who are 
sheltered in the ark of our salvation? Who can lay 
anything to the charge of God’s elect, since Christ 
hath died, and God the Father hath justified us? 
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Happy assurance! We are all safe^, so sure as we are 
in the covenant The ark floated triumphantly on 
amidst all the dangers without, and when it finally 
rested on Mount Ararat, and Grod spake to IsToah again, 
saying, “ Go forth of the ark, thou, and thy wife, and 
thy sons, and thy sons’ wives with thee. Bring forth 
with thee every living thing;” then the inventoi’y was 
complete, all were safely landed. So, too, will Christ 
present the perfect number of all his people to the 
Father in the last day; not one shall perish. The ark 
of our salvation shall bring all its living freight into 
the haven of everlasting rest. 

rpHIS do in remernhrance of ME.” Christians have 

X many treasures to lock up in the cabinet of 
memory. They ought to remember their election ^ — 
Chosen of God ere time began.” They ought to be 
mindful of their extraction — that they were taken out 
of the miry clay, hewn out of the horrible pit They 
ought to recollect their effectual calling, for they were 
called of God, and rescued by the power of the Holy 
Ghost They ought to remember their special deliver^ 
auces — all that has been done for them, and all the 
mercies bestow'ed on them. But there is one whom 
they should embalm in their souls with the most costly 
spices — one who above all other gifts of God, deserves 
to be had in perpetual remembrance.. One I said, for 
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I mean not an act, I mean not a deed; bat it is a per- 
son, whose portrait I would frame in gold and hang up 
in the state-room of the souL I would have you ear- 
nest students of all the deeds of the conqueidng Messiah. 
I would have you conversant with the life of our 
Beloved. But O forget not his person ; for the text 
says, Tliis do in remembrance of ME.” It is Christ’s 
glorious person which ought to be the object of our 
remembrance. It is his image which should be en- 
shrined in every temple of the Holy Gliost. 

L et us spend five minutes in remembering Jesus. 

Let us remember him in his baptism^ when, de- 
scending into the waters of Jordan, a voice was heard, 
saying, This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well 
pleased.” Behold him as he comes up dripping from 
the stream! Surely the conscious water must have 
blushed that it contained its God. He slept within its 
waves a moment, to consecrate the tomb of baptism, 
in which those who are dead with Christ are buried 
with him. Let us remember him in the loilder^iess, 
whither he went straight from his immersion. Oh I I 
have often thought of that scene in the desert, when 
Christ, weary and way-worn, sat him down, perhaps, 
upon the gnarled roots of some old tree. Forty days 
had he fasted, he was an hungred, when in the ex- 
tremity of his weakness there came the evil spirit. 
Perhaps he had veiled his demon royalty in the form 
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of some aged pilgrim^ and, taking up a stone, said, 
Way-worn pilgrim, if thou be the Son of God, com- 
mand this stone to be made bread.” Metliinks I see 
Iiim, with his cunning smile, and his malicious leer, as 
he held the stone, and said, If,” — ^blasphemous if— 
^^If thou be the Son of God, command that this stone 
shall become a meal for me and thee, for both of us are 
hungry, and it will be an act of mercy ; thou canst do 
it easily ; speak the word and it shall be like the bread 
of heaven ; we will feed upon it, and thou and I will be 
friends for ever.” But Jesus said — and 0 how sweetly 
did he say it — Man shall not live by bread alone.” 
Oh 1 how wonderfully did Christ fight the tempter ! 
Never was there such a battle as that. It was a duel 
foot to foot — a single-handed combat — when the cham- 
pion-lion of the pit and the mighty Lion of the Tril)e 
of Judah fought together. Splendid sight! Angels 
stood around to gaze upon the spectacle, just as men 
of old did sit to see the tournament of noted warriors. 
There Satan gathered up his strength; here Apollyon 
concentrated all his satanic power, that in this giant- 
wrestle he might overthrow the seed of the woman. 
But Jesus was more than a match for him; in the 
wrestling he gave him a deadly fall, and came off more 
than a conqueror. Lamb of God I I will remember thy 
desert strivings when next I combat with Satan. When 
next I have a conflict with roaring Diobolus, I will 
look to him who conquered once for all, and broke the 
dragon’s head with his mighty blows. 
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ri^HERE are some persons whose eyes are so weak 
X that the light seems to be injurious to them, 
especially the red rays of the sun, and a glass has 
been invented, which rejects the rays that are in- 
jurious, and allows only those to pass which are 
softened and modified to the weakness of the eye. 
It seems as if the Lord Jesus were some such a glass 
as this. The grace of God, the Trinity, shining through 
tlie man Christ Jesus, becomes a mellow, soft light, so 
that mortal eye cam bear it. 


TT7HEREVER the church is, there is God. God 
is pleased, in his mercy and condescension, to 
stoop from the highest heavens to dwell in this lower 
heaven — the heaven of his church. It is here, among 
the household of faith, he deigns — ^let me say it with 
sacred reverence — to unbend himself, and hold familiar 
intercourse with those whom he hath adopted into his 
family. He may be a consuming fire abroad, but when 
he comes into his own house he is all mercy, mildness, 
and love. Abroad he does great works of power; but 
at home in his own house he does great works of grace. 

Y OU are not dying now ; but you will be dying soon. 

None of you have taken a lease of your lives; 
it is impossible for you to guarantee to yourselves 
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existence for another hour. And if you arc Godless 
and Christless^ ye have all in your veins the venom of 
that death unutterable which will make your departure 
doleful beyond expression ! Men are dying every day 
around us; at this very hour there are thousands 
departing into the world of spirits. In upper cham- 
bers^ where moui'iiing relatives are pouring floods of 
tears upon their burning brows; far away on the 
wild sea^ where the sea-gull utters the only scream 
over the shipwrecked mariner; down, deep, deep, 
deep, in the lowest valley, and high upon the loftiest 
lulls, men are dying now, and dying in agonies. Ah, 
and ye must die also ! and will ye march on heedlessly ? 
will ye go on step after step, singing merrily all the 
way, and dreaming not of that which is to come ? Oh, 
will ye be like the silly bullock that goeth easily to the 
slaughter, or will ye be like the lamb that licks the 
butcher’s knife ! Mad, mad, O man, that thou shouldst 
go to eternal wrath and to the chambers of fell de- 
struction, and yet no sigh comes from thy heart ; no 
groan is uttered by thy lips ! Thou diest every day, 
but groanest never, till the last day of thy death, which 
is the beginning of thy miseiy. 




I T is singular that some men think they shall live 
for ever, but men convinced of sin, who seek a 
Saviour, are afraid they shall not live another moment. 
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You liave known the time when yon dared not shut 
your eyes for fear you should not open them again on 
earth; wlien you dreaded the shadows of the night 
lest they should darken for ever the light of the sun, 
and you should dwell in outer darkness throughout 
eternity. You have mourned as each day has entered 
and you have wept as it has departed, because you 
fancied that your next step might precipitate you into 
your eternal doom. I have known what it is to tread 
the earth and fear lest every tuft of grass should but 
cover a door to hell ; trembling lest every particle, and 
every atom, and every stone, should be so at league with 
God against me as to destroy me. 


G od is slow to anger, and great in •power. When 
God’s power doth restrain himself, then it is 
pow’er indeed, the power to curb power, the power that 
binds omnipotence is omnipotence surpassed. God is 
great in power, and therefore doth he keep in his anger. 
A man who has a strong mind can bear to be insulted, 
can bear offences because he is strong. The weak 
mind snaps and snarls at the little ; the strong mind 
bears it like a rock, it moveth not though a thousand 
breakers dash upon it, and cast their pitiful malice in 
the spi'ay upon its summit. God marketh his enemies, 
and yet he moveth not; he standeth still, and letteth 
them curse him, yet he is not wrathful. If he were 
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less of a God than he is, if he were less mighty tliau 
we know him to be, he would long ere this have sent 
forth the whole of his thunders, and emptied the 
magazines of heaven; he would long ere this have 
blasted the earth with the wondrous mines he hatli 
prepared in its lower siu'facc ; the flame that burnetii 
there would have consumed us, and we should have 
been utterly destroyed. Wo bless God that the great- 
ness of his power is just our protection ; ho is slow to 
anger because he is great in power. 


T here was never a soul yet that sincerely sought 
the Saviour who peiushed before he found liim. 
Jo; the gates of death shall never shut on thee till the 
gates of grace have opened for thee ; till Christ has 
washed thy sins away thou shalt never be baptised in 
Jordan’s flood. Thy life is secure, for this is God’s 
constant plan — ^lie keeps his own elect alive till the day 
of his grace, and then he takes them to himself. And 
inasmuch as thou knowest thy need of a Saviour, thou 
art one of his, and thou shalt never die until thou hast 
found him. 


T he pillars of the earth were placed in their ever- 
lasting sockets by the omnipotent right hand of 
Christ; the curtains of the heavens were drawn upon 
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tneji* rings of starry liglit by him who was from ever- 
lasting the all-glorious Son of God. The orbs that 
‘float in ether, those ponderous planets, and those 
mighty stars, were placed in their positions, or sent 
rolling through space by the eternal strength of him, 
who is ^^the first and the last.” ^^the Prince of the 
kings of the earth.” Christ is the power of God, for 
he is the Creator of all things, and by him all things 
exist. 

M AjSTY men believe in the existence of a God, but 
they do not love that belief. They know thc4’e is 
a God, but they greatly wish there were none. Some 
of you would set the bells a-ringing if you could be 
assured that there were no God. Why, if there were 
no God, then you might live just as you liked; if there 
were no God, then you might run riot and have no fear 
of future consequences. It would be to you the greatest 
joy that could be, if you heard that the eternal God had 
ceased to be. But the Christian never wishes any such 
a thing as that. The thought that there is a God is the 
sunshine of his existence. His intellect bows before the 
Most High ; not like a slave who bends his body be- 
cause he must, but like the angel who prostrates him- 
self because he loves to adore his Maker. His intellect 
is as fond of God as his imagination. Oh !” he saith, 
^^my God, I bless thee that thou art; for thou art my 
highest treasure, my richest and my rarest delight. I 


240 


SPURGEON’S GEMS. 


lore thee witli all my intellect; I have neither thought, 
nor judgment, nor conviction, nor reason, which 1 do 
not lay at thy feet, and consecrate to thine honour.” 




M ETHINKS, when God launched the sun from his 
hand and sent him on his course, he said, 
Prove me now; see, 0 Sun, if I do not uphold thee 
till thou hast done thy work and finished thy career. 
Rejoice thou inaycst, ^ as a strong man to run a race, 
but while thou fulfillest thy circuits, and nothing is hid 
from thy heat, thou shalt prove my glory and shed 
light upon my handiwork.” When the Almighty 
whirled the earth in space, methinks he said, Prove 
me now, 0 earth, see if I do not perpetuate thy seasons 
and give thee seed-time and harvest, cold and heat, 
summer and winter, day and night, refreshing thee 
with incessant providence.” And to each creature he 
made, I can almost think the Almighty said, “ Prove 
me now. Tiny gnat, thou art about to dance in the 
sunshine ; thou shalt prove my goodness. Huge 
leviathan, thou shalt stir up the deep and make it 
frothy; go forth, and prove my power. Ye creatures, 
whom I have endowed with various instincts, wait on 
me ; I will give you your meat in due season. And 
you, ye mighty thunders and ye swift lightnings, go, 
teach the world reverence and show forth my omnipo- 
tence.” 
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I HAVE often remarked tliat when men have been 
adopting a patent process of building up a cluirch, 
by the revivalist sermons of some thundering, crazy • 
brained preachers, after the first excitement has sub- 
sided that church has become sickly and fallen into a 
very sad and grievous state. Those revivalists have 
often been like locusts in our churclies, devouring 
every green thing ; and the revivals they have stimu- 
lated have well-nigh brought us to destruction. God 
will not have men usurp his prerogative in the building; 
and though they may with their own hand speedily pile 
up a mighty structure, yet, like the baseless fabric of a 
vision, it soon disappears and it is gone. In his building 
lie suffers no man to use trowel or hammer: he will use 
men fox' trowels and hammers, but he will not allo%v 
them to make use of themselves or of others. His own 
hands shall perform it. . 


<i\ Jo 


W HEN the light of God’s grace comes into your 
heart, it is something like the opening of the 
windows of an old cellar that has been shut up for 
many days. Down in that cellar, which has not been 
opened for many months, are all kinds of loathsome 
creatures, and a few sickly plants blanched by the 
darkness. The walls are dark and damp by the trail 
of reptiles ; it is a horrid filthy place in which no one 
would willingly enter. You may walk there in the 
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dark very securely, and except now and then for the 
touch of some slimy creature, you w'ould not believe 
the place was so had and filthy. Open those shutters, 
clean a pane of glass, let a little light in, and now see 
how a thousand noxious things have made this place 
their habitation. Sure, ’twas not the light that made 
this place so horrible, but it rvas the light that showed 
how horrible it was before. So let God’s grace just 
open a window and let the light into a man’s soul, and 
he will stand astonished to see at what a distance he 
is from God. 


■ool-<Ko 


C HRIST JESUS cast into the river of God, makes 
all the streams more sweet; and when the believer 
sees God in the person of the Saviour, he then sees the 
God whom he can love, and to whom with boldness he 
can approach. 


L et every man remember, that if he perish, after 
having heard the gospel, ho will be his own 
murderer. Sinner ! thou wilt drive the dagger into 
thine heart thyself. If thou despisest the gospel 
thou art preparing fuel for thine own bed of flames, 
thou art hammering out the chain, for thine own ever- 
lasting binding; and when damned, thy mournful 
reflection will be this : — I have damned myself, I cast 
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myself into tliis pit, for I rejected the gospel, I des- 
pised the message, I trod tinder foot the Son of 
Man, I would have none of his rebukes, I despised 
his Sabbaths, I would not hearken to his exhort- 
ations, and now I perish by mine own hand, the 
miserable suicide of my own soul. 


/^OD ^Svill not acquit the wicked;” how prove I 
\J this ? I prove it thus : never once has he par- 
doned an unpunished sin ; not in all the years of the 
Most High, not in all the days of his right hand, has 
he once blotted out sin without punishment. What! 
say you, are not those in heaven pardoned? Are there 
not many transgressors pardoned, and do they not 
escape without punishment ? Has he not said, I have 
blotted out thy transgressions like a cloud, and like a 
thick cloud thine iniquities?” Yes, true, most true, 
and yet my assertion is true also — not one of all those 
sins that have been pardoned were pardoned without 
punishment. Do you ask me why, and how such a 
thing as that can be the truth ? I point you to yon 
dreadful sight on Calvary; the punishment which fell 
not on the forgiven sinner fell there. The cloud of 
fustice was charged with fiery hail; the sinner deserved 
it ; it fell on him ; but, for all that, it fell and spent its 
fury; it fell there, in that great reservoir of misery; it 
fell into the Saviour’s heart. The plagues, which need 
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should light on our ingratitude, did not fall on us, l)tit 
they fell somewhere; and who was it that was plagued? 
Tell me, Gethsemane; tell me, 0 Calvary’s summit, 
who was plagued? The doleful answer comes, 

Eli, lama sabachthaniV^ ^^My God, my God, wliy 
hast thou forsaken me?” It is Jesus, suffering all tlie 
plagues of sin. Sin is still punished, though the sinner 
is delivered. 

S EE what vitality the gospel has. Plunge her under 
the wave, and she rises the purer from her wash- 
ing; thrust her into the fire and she comes out the more 
bright for her burning; cut lier in sunder, and each 
piece shall make another church; behead her, and, like 
the hydra of old, she shall have a hundred heads for 
every one you cut away. She cannot die, she must 
live ; for she has the power of God within her. 


I T is a singular thing that there was only one 
WINDOW IN THE ARK. That one window may 
fitly represent the ministry of the Holy Ghost There 
is only one light which lighteneth every man who 
cometh into the world, if he be lightened at all. 
Christ is the light, and it is the Holy Spirit of truth 
by whom Christ is revealed. T\ms we discern sin, 
righteousness, and judgment. No other conviction is 
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of any real value. As we are brought under the 
teachings of the Spirit, we perceive our guilt and 
misery in ourselves, and our redemption and refuge in 
Christ. No other means exist. There is only one window 
to tlie ark. Why,” says one, there are some of us 
who see light through one minister and some through 
another.” True, my friend; but still there is only one 
window. Ministers are only like panes of glass, and 
you can obtain no light through them but by the 
operations of the same Spirit that worketh in them. 
And even then the different panes of glass give 
different shades of light. There you have your fine 
polished preacher; he is a bit of stained glass, not 
very transparent, made to keep the light out rather 
than to let it in. There is another pane; he is a 
square cut diamond; he seems an old-fashioned 
preachei*, but still he is a bit of good glass, and lets 
the light through. Another one is cut after a more 
refined style; but still he is plain and simple, and the 
light shines through him. But there is only one light, 
and only one window. He who revealeth to us the 
light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the 
face of Jesus Christ is the Holy Spirit 




I F we listen to the rippling of the freshet at the 
■ mountain side, to the tumbling of the avalanche, 
to the lowing of the cattle, to the singing of the birds. 
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to every voice and sound of nature, we shall hear tliis 
answer to the question^ God is our Maker ; he hath 
made us, and not we ourselves.” 

0 - 0 * < 1 ^ 00 "" 

B ehold the whole mystery of the sacred Eucharist. 

It is bread and wine which arc lively emblems of 
the body and blood of Jesus. The power to excite 
remembrance consists in the appeal this made to the 
seitses. Here the eye, the hand, the mouth find 
joyful work. The bread is tasted, and entering within 
works upon the sense of taste, which is one of the most 
powerful. The wine is sipped, the act is palpable, we 
know that we are drinking: and thus the senses, whicli 
are usually clogs to the soul, become wings to lift the 
mind in contemplation. Again, much of the influence 
of this ordinance is found in its simplicity. How beau- 
tifully simple the ceremony is — bread broken and wine 
poured out. There is no calling that thing a chalice, 
that thing a paten, and that a host. Here is nothing 
to burden the memory — hero is the simple bread and 
wine. He must have no memoiy at all who cannot 
remember that he has eaten bread, and that he lias 
been drinking wine. Note again, the mighty pregnancy 
of these signs — how ftill they are of meaning. Bread 
broken — so was your Saviour broken. Bread to be 
eaten — so his flesh is meat indeed. Wine poured out, 
the pressed juice of the grape — so was your Saviour 
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criislied under the foot of divine justice : his blood is 
your sweetest wine. Wine to cheer your hearts — so 
does the blood of Jesus. Wine to strengthen and in 
vigorate you — so does the blood of the mighty sacrifice. 
Oh! make that bread and wine to your souls a sweet 
and blessed help of remembrance of that dear Man who 
once on Calvary died. Like the little ewe lamb, you 
are now to eat your Master’s bread, and drink 
from his cup. Remember the hand which feeds j’ou. 





T he sin of unbelief will appear to be extremely 
heinous when we remember that it is the parent of 
every other miqidty. There is no crime which unbelief 
will not beget. I think that the fall of man is very 
much owing to it. It was in this point that the devil 
tempted Eve. He said to her, Yea, hath God said, 
ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden ? ” He 
whispered and insinuated a doubt, ^^Yea, hath God 
said so ? ” as much as to say, Are you quite sure he 
said so ? ” It was by means of unbelief — that thin part 
of the wedge — that the other sin entered ; curiosity and 
the rest followed ; she touched the fruit, and destruc- 
tion came into this world. Since that time, unbelief 
has been the prolific parent of all guilt. An unbeliever 
is capable of the vilest crime that ever was committed. 
Unbelief, sirs ! why it hardened the heart of Pharaoh, 
it gave licence to the tongue of blaspheming Rabshekah, 
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yea, it became a deicidc, and murdered Tesus. Unbe- 
lief lias sharpened the knife of the suicide ; it has 
jinixcd many a cup of poison ; thousa,nds it has brought 
to the halter, and many to a shameful grave, who have 
murdered themselves, and nislied with bloody hands 
before their Creator’s tribunal, lieeause of unbelief. 
Give me an unbeliever — let me know that he doulits 
God’s word — let me know that he distrusts his promise 
and his threatening — and with that for a premise, I 
will conclude that the man shall by-and-bye, unless 
there is amazing restraining power exerted upon him, 
be guilty of the foulest and blackest crimes. Ah ! this 
is a Beelzebub sin; like Beelzebub, it is the leader of 
all evil spirits. It is said of Jeroboam, that he siunetl 
and made Israel to sin; and it may ho said of unbelief, 
that it not only sins itself, hut makes other sins ; it is 
the egg of all crime — the seed of every offence; in fact 
everything that is evil and vile, lies couched in tluit 
one word — Unbelief 1 


*<> 


O LD Ignatius, tlie martyr, used to call himself Tlieo- 
phorus, or the God-bearor, “ because,” said he, 1 
bear about with mo the Holy Ghost” And truly 
every Christian is a God-bearer. Know ye not that ye 
are the temples of the Holy Ghost? for he dwelleth in 
you. That man is no Christian who is not the subject 
of the indwelling of the Holy Spirit — he may talk well, 
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he may understand theology, and he a sound Calvinist 
— he \Yill be the child of nature finely dressed, but not 
the living child. He may be a man of so profound an 
intellect, so gigantic a soul, so comprehensive a mind 
and so lofty an imagination, that he may dive into all 
the secrets of nature, may know the path which the 
eagle’s eye hath not seen, and enter into depths where the 
ken of mortals reachetli not, but he shall not be a 
Christian with all his knowledge; he shall not be a son 
of God with all his researches, unless he understands 
what it is to have the Holy Ghost dwelling in him, and 
abiding in him, yea, and that for ever. 




I ' IBERT Y is the birthright of every man. He may 
J be born a pauper ; he may be a foundling ; liis 
parentage may be altogether unknown ; but his liberty 
is his inalienable birthright. Black may be his skin ; 
he may live uneducated and untaught; he may be as 
poor as poverty itself ; he may never have a foot of 
land to call his own; he may scarce have a particle of 
clothing, save a few rags to cover him ; but poor as he 
is, nature has fashioned him for freedom — he has a 
right to be free, and if he has not liberty, it is his 
birthright, and he ought not to be content until he wins 
it. Liberty is the heir-loom of all the sons and daugh- 
ters of Adam. But where do you find liberty unac- 
companied by religion ? True it is that all men have 
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a right to libferty, but it is equally true that you do not 
meet it in any country save where you find the Spirit 
of the Lord.” Where tlic Spirit of the Lord is, there 
is liberty.” Thank God this is a free country. This 
is a land where I can bi'catho the air and say it is un- 
tainted by the groan of a single slave ; my lungs re- 
ceive it, and I know there has never been mingled with 
its vapours the tear of a single slave woman shed over 
her child which has been sold from her. This land is 
the home of liberty- But why is it so ? I take it, it 
is not so much because of our institutions as because 
tlie Spirit of the Lord is here — the spirit of true and 
hearty I'eligion. There was a time, rememher, wlum 
England was no more free than any other country, 
when men could not speak their sentiments freely, 
when kings w^ere despots, when paidiarncnts were hut a 
name. Who won our liberties for us? who have loosed 
our chains? Under the hand of God, I say, the men. 
of religion — men like the great and glorious Cromwell, 
who would have liberty of conscience or die — men wJio 
if they could not reacli king’s hearts because they were 
unsearchable m cunning, would strike kings low, rather 
than they would bo slaves. We owe our liberty to men 
of religion, to men of the stern Puritanical school, men 
who scorned to play the craven and yield their princi- 
ples at the command of man. And if we ever are to 
maintain our liberty (as God grant we may I) it shall be 
by religion. This Bible is the Magna Charta of Old 
Britain : its truths, its doctrines have snapped our fet- 
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ters, and they never can be rivetted on 
men^ with God^s Spirit in their hearts^ go 
its truths. In no other land save where the Bible is 
nnclasped — in no other realm save where the gospel is 
preached can you find liberty. Roam through other 
countries, and you speak with bated breath : you are 
not free. Why ? Because you are under the tyranny 
engendered by a false religion ; you have not free Pro- 
testantism there, and it is not till Protestantism comes 
that there can be freedom. It is where the Spirit of 
the Lord is,” that there is liberty,” and nowhere else. 
Men talk about being free — they describe model go- 
vernments, Platonic republics, or Owenite paradises — 
but they are dreamy theorists; for there can be no 
freedom in the world, save where the Spirit of the 
Lord is.” 



A SINNER without grace attempting to reform him- 
self is like Sysiphus rolling the stone up hill, 
which always comes down with greater force. A man 
without grace attempting to save himself is engaged in 
as hopeless a task as the daughters of Danaus, when 
they attempted to fill a vast bucket with bottomless 
buckets. He has a bow without a string, a sword 
without a blade, a gun without powder. Pie needs 
strength. I grant you he may produce a hollow i^efor- 
mation : he may earth up the volcano and sow flowers 
around its crater; but when it once begins to stir again 
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it shall move tho earth away, and the hot lava shall 
roll over all the fair flower.s which lie hath planted, 
and devastate both his works and hi.s righteousness. - 


A ROMAlSr once said he wished he had a window' to 
Ins heart, that all people might sec what was 
going on there. I am very glad I have not; if 1 had 
I would shut it up as closely us Ap.sley House used to 
be; I would take care to have all the shutters up. 


T remember a story of a great commander, who 
1 having won many victories, led his troops into a 
di.file and when there, a large body of the enemy sur- 
louire urn. lie knew a battle was inevitable on the 
morning, ho therefore went round to all the tents, to 
hear m what condition his soldiers’ minds were—whe- 
ther they were dispirited or not. He came to one tent 
and as he listened, he heard a man say, “There is our 

rime he 1 ^'^ry unwise this 

tm le, ho has led us into a place where wo are sure to 

he beaten: there are so many of the enemy’s cavalry 

and so ,„any infantry;” and then the man counted u',’ 

s manrTi°" 

the tX ® had heard 

tale, gently drew aside a part of the tent, and said, 
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How many do you count me for? You haye coniited 
the infantry and cavalry, but how many do you count 
7ne for — me, your mighty captain who have won so many 
victories ? ” Now, Christian, I say. How many do yon 
count Christ for? How many do you put him down 
for ? Hast thou put him down for one ? He is not one, 
nor a thousand : he is the chief among ten thousand.” 
But he is more than that. Oh! put him down fora 
high figure. And when thou countest up thine aids 
and auxiliaries, put down Christ for All in All,” for 
in him victory is certain — the triumph is secure. 

<><>;;r4^cK> " 

I HAVE sometimes likened the hour of our death to 
tliat celebi'ated picture which I think you have 
seen in the National Gallery, of Pei’scus holding up the 
head of Medusa. That head turned all persons into 
stone who looked upon it. There is a warrior there 
with a dart in his hand: he stands stiffened, turned 
into stone, with the javelin even in his fist. There is 
another with a poignard beneath his lipbe about to 
stab ; he is now the statue of an assassin, motionless 
and cold. Another is creeping along stealthily, like a 
man in ambuscade, and thei’e he stands a consolidated 
rock ; he has looked only upon that head, and he is 
frozen into stone. Well, such is death. What I am 
when death is held before me, that I must ’be ior ever. 
When my spirit goes, if God finds me hymning his 
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praise, I sliall hymn it in heaven; doth he find mo 
breathing out oatlis, I sliall follow tip those oaths in 
hell. Where death leaves me judgment finds me. As 
I die, so shall I live eternally. 


F ear hath kept many a child of God from doing 
his duty, from making a bold profession. Fear 
has brought bondage into his spirit. Fear misused, 
thou art the Christian’s greatest curse, and thou art the 
sinner’s ruin. Thou art a sly serpent, creeping amongst 
the thorns of sin, and when thou art allowed to twist 
thyself around manhood, thou dost crush it in thy 
folds, and poison it with thy venom. Nothing can be 
worse than this sinful fear; it hath slaughtered its 
myriads and sent thousands to hell. But it yet may 
seem a paradox; feai*, when rightly employed, is the 
very brightest state of Christianity, and is used to 
express all piety, comprehended in one emotion. The 
fear of God” is the constant description which the 
Scripture gives of true religion. 


E EMEMBER that the time thou hast for self-ex- 
amination is, after all, very short. Soon thou 
wilt know the great secret I perhaps may not say 
words rough enough to rend oft' the mask which thou 
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I'a.st now upon thee, but there is one called Death who 
will stand for no compliments. You may masqnei’ade it 
out to-day in the dress of the saint, but death will soon 
strip you, and you must stand before the judgment- 
seat in all your nakedness, be that naked innocence or 
naked guilt. Remember, too, though you may deceive 
yourself, you will not deceive your God. You may 
have light weights, and the beam of the scale in which 
you weigh yourself may not be honest, and may not 
therefore tell the truth but when God shall try you 
he will make no allowances; when the everlasting 
Jehovah grasps the balances of justice and puts his law 
into one scale, ah, sinner, how wilt thou tremble when 
he shall put thee into the other ; for unless Christ be 
thy Christ thou wilt be found light weight — thou wilt 
be weighed in the balances and found wanting, and be 
cast away for ever. 


M en who are passionate and swift in anger give a 
word and a blow ; sometimes the blow first and 
the word afterwards. Oftentimes kings, when subjects 
have rebelled against them, have crushed them first, 
and then reasoned with them afterwards; they have 
given no time of threatening, no period of repentance ; 
they have allowed no space for turning to their 
allegiance ; they have at once crushed them in their 
Iiot displeasure, making a full end of them. Not so 
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God; he will not cut down the tree tliat doth much 
Climber the ground, until he hath digged about it, ami 
dunged it; ho will not at once slay the man whose 
character is the most vile; until he has first hewn bin 
by the prophets, he will not hew him by the judgments ; 
lie will w’arn the sinner ere he condemn him; he will 
send his prophets, rising up early and late,” giving 
him ^Gine upon line, and precept ujion precept, here a 
little and there a little.” He will not smite the city 
without warning; Sodom shall not perish until Lot 
hath been within her. The world shall not be drowned, 
until eight prophets have been preaching in it, and 
Noah, the eighth, cometh to prophesy of the coming of 
the Lord. He will not smite Nineveh till he hath sent 
a Jonah. He will not crush Babylon, till his prophets 
have cried through its streets. He will not slay a man 
until he hath given many warnings, by sicknesses, by 
the pulpit, by providence, and by the consequences 
of sin. 




L ook back on the paths of your pilgrimage. Some 
of you can count as many Ebenezers as there are 
milestones from here to York; Ebenezers piled up 
with oil on the top of them ; places where you have 
said, ‘^Hitherto the Lord hath helped me.” Look 
through the pages of your diary, and you will see 
time after time, when your perils and exigencies were 
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suclj as no earthly skill could relieve, and you felt con- 
strained to -witness -what others among you have never 
felt — ^you felt that there is a God, that there is a 
providence — “ a God -who compasseth your path,” and 
“is acquainted -with all your -ways.” 




E ach of God’s saints is sent into tlie. world to 
prove some part of tlie divine character. Perhaps 
I may be one of those who shall live in the valley of 
ease, having much rest, and hearing sweet birds of 
promise singing in my ears. The air is calm and 
balmy, the sheep are feeding round about me, and all 
is still and quiet. Vfell, then, I shall prove the love of 
God in sweet communings. Or, perhaps, I may be 
called to stand where the thunder clouds brew, where 
the lightnings riot, and tempestuous winds are howling 
on the mountain top. Well, then, I am born to prove 
the power and majesty of our God ; amid dangers he 
will inspire me wuth courage ; amid toils he will make 
me strong. Perhaps it shall be mine to preserve an 
unblemished character, and so prove the power of 
sanctifying grace in not being allowed to backslide 
from my professed dedication to God. I shall then be 
a proof of the omnipotent power of grace, which alone 
can save from the power as well as the guilt of sin. 
The divers cases of all the Lord’s family are intended 
to illustrate different parts of his ways ; and in heaven 
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I do tliink one part of otir blest employ will be to read 
the great book of the experience of all the saints, and 
gather from that book the whole of the divine character 
as liaving been proved and illustrated. Each Christian 
man is a manifestation and display of some position or 
other of God ; a different part may belong to each of 
us, but when the whole shall be combined, when all 
the rays of evidence shall be brought, as it were, into 
one great sun, and shine forth with meridian splendour, 
we shall see in Christian experience a beautiful reve- 
lation of our God. 


-ooi'tCKo 


G ive me ten tlioixsand ponnds, and one reverse of 
fortune may scatter it all away ; but lot mo have 
a spiritual bold of tins divine assurance — “ The Lord 
is my shepherd^ I shall not want ” — then I am all right 
-r-I am enriched for life. I cannot break with such 
stock as this in hand. I never can he a bankrupt, for 
I hold this security — “ The Lord is my shepherd, I shall 
aot want.” 


0 BELOVED ! surely it wants but little teaching 
in the school of grace to make out that wo our- 
selves are fools. True wisdom is sure to set folly in 
a strong light. I have heard of a young man who 
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went to college; and when lie had been there one 
yeai% his parent said to him^ ^‘^What do you know? 
Do you know more than when you went?” ^^Oh! 
yes/’ said he, I do.” Then he went the second year, 
and was asked the same question — Do you know 
more than when you went?” ^^Oh! no,” said he, I 
know a great deal less.” ^‘^Well,” said the father, 
you are getting on.” Then he went the third year, 
and was asked the same question — What do you 
know now?” Oh ! ” said he, I don’t think I know 
anything.” “That is right,” said the father, “you 
have now learnt to profit, since you say you know 
nothing.” He who is convinced that he knows nothing 
of himself as he ought to know, gives up steering his 
ship, and lets God put his hand on the rudder. He 
lays aside his own wisdom, and cries, “Oh God I my 
little wisdom is cast at thy feet; my little judgment is 
surrendered to thee.” 

♦ 




¥ ARS, confusions, and tumults, are but the rough 
physic wherewith God will purge the diseased 
body of this earth from its innumerable ills. They are 
but a terrible tornado with which God shall sweep 
away the pestilence and fever that luidc in the moral 
atmosphere; they are but the great hammers with 
which he breaks in pieces the gates of brass, to make a 
way for his people ; they are but the threshing wains. 
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with which he doth thresh the mountains and beat 
them smalb and make the hills as chaff, that Israel 
may rejoice in tlie Lord, and that the sons of Jacob 
may triumph in their God. As it has been in the 
beginning, so it shall be even unto the end. The noise 
and the tumult, of war in India shall produce good; 
the blood of our sisters shall be avenged, not by the 
sword, but by the gospel. On India’s blood-red gods, the 
arm of the Lord shall yet be felt ; the might of him that 
sits upon the throne shall be acknowledged by the very 
men, who, first in the fray, have blasphemed the God 
of Israel. Let us not fear, let us not tremble ; the 
end of all things cometh at last, and that end shall 
certainly be the desired one, and all the wrath of man 
shall not frustrate the designs of God. The past 
troubles assure us for the present, and console us for 
the future. Come, behold the works of the Lord, 

what desolations he hath made in the earth.” 

w 




O H, when you get to heaven, ye children of God, 
will ye praise any but your Master ? Calvinists, 
to-day you love John Calvin; will you praise him 
there ? Lutheran, to-day thou dost love the memory 
of that stern reformer; wilt thou sing the song of 
Luther in heaven? Tollower of Wesley, thou hast a 
reverence for that evangelist; wilt thou in heaven have 
a note for John Wesley? None, none, none I Giving 
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tip all names^ and all honours of men^ tne strain shall 
rise in undivided and unjarring unison Unto him that 
loved us, and 'washed us from our sins in his own blood, 
to him be glory and dominion for ever and ever.” 

I T seems that everything Christ-like must have a 
history like that of Christ. His beginnings were 
small — the manger and the stable. So with the be- 
ginnings of the missionary enterprise, which we love, 
and which we believe to be the very incarnation of the 
Spirit of Christ. Its beginnings also were small ; but 
its latter end shall doubtless greatly increase — for, hath 
not the end of Christ become exceedingly glorious ? He 
hath ascended up on high; he sitteth at the right Land 
of God, our Father, and doubtless this agency which 
God now employeth for the conversion of the world, 
shall have its ascension, and God shall greatly magipfy 
it. But as Christ was called to suffer, so must every- 
thing Christ-like suffer with him. The Christian who 
is the most like his Master, will understand the most 
of the meaning of that term, fellowship with him in 
his sufferings;” and inasmuch as the Missionary 
Society is like Christ, and hath Christ’s heart and 
Chi'ist’s. aim, it also must suffer like Jesus. This year 
we have been made to sip of that cup. The blood of 
our martyrs has been shed ; our confessors have wit- 
nessed to the faith of the Lord Jesus ; at the hands of 
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bloodthirsty and cruel men they hare met their fate, 
and aofain the seed of the church has been sown in the 
blood of the martyred saint. 

I BEG- you read tlie page of history, and mark the 
various catastrophes which have happened to this 
world; and I appeal to you, as persons who have 
understanding, and who can trace the Lord’s hand in 
these matters — have not all these things worked to- 
gether for good? and hitherto, have not the revolutions, 
the destructions of empires, and the fall of dynasties, 
been eminent helps to the progress of the gospel? 
I'ar be it from us to lay the blood of men at God’s 
door. Let us not for one moment be guilty of any 
thought that the sin and the iniquity which have 
brought war into the world is of God; but, at the 
same time, as firm believers in the doctrine of pre- 
destination, and as firmly holding the great truth of a 
Divine providence, we must hold that God is the author 
of the darkness, as well as of the light^ — that he creates 
the providential evil as well as the good — that while he 
sendeth the shower from on high, ho also is the father 
of the devastating storm. Oh ! I say, then, come and 
see the Lord’s hand in Aceldama, the field of blood.” 
Come ye, and behold the Lord’s hand in every rocking 
of the pillars of the monarchies of earth. See the 
Lord’s hand in the rumbling of every tower and tha 
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tumbling down of eyery pinnacle wliicli had aspired to 
heaven. For he hath done it — ^lie hath done it I God 
is present everywhere. 


rilHAT maniac nonsense about God doing his own 
X work and our sitting still and doing nothing, 
ought to have been buried long ago. I know not 
how to characterise it: it has done us immense 
damage. We know that God has accomplished his 
own work ; but he always has worked and always will 
work with means. 


- — o o ’iQiOO 


Y OU know that in Solomon’s temple there was no 
sound of hammer heard, for the stones were 
made ready in the (quarries, and brought all shaped 
and mai'ked so that the masons might know the exact 
spot in which they were to be placed; so that no sound 
of iron was needed. All the planks and timbers were 
carried to their right places, and ail the catches with 
which they were to be linked together were prepared, 
so that there might not be even the driving of a nail — 
everything was ready beforehand. It is the same with 
us. When we get to heaven, there will be no sanctify- 
ing us there, no squaring us with affliction, no ham- 
mering us with the rod, no making us meet thei^e. 
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We must be made meet here ; and blessed be his name, 
all that Christ will do beforehand. When we get there 
we shall not need angels to put this member of the 
Church in one place, and that member in another; 
Christ who brought the stones from the quarry and 
made them ready, shall himself place the people in their 
inheritance in paradise. For he has himself said, I 
go to prepare a place for you, and if I go away, I will 
come again and I will receive you unto myself.” Christ 
shall be his own usher; he shall receive his people 
liimself ; he shall stand at the gates of heaven him- 
self to take his own people, and to put them in their 
allotted heritage in the land of the blessed. 

I F you would find God, he dwelleth on every hill-top, 
and in every valley , God is everywhere in crea- 
tion; but if you want a special display of liim, if you 
would know what is the secret place of the tabernacle 
of the Most High, the inner chamber of divinity, you 
must go where you find the church of true believers, for 
it is here he makes his continual residence known — in 
the hearts of the hnmblc and contrite, who tremble at 
his word. 

H appy the day when every war-horse shall be 
houghed, •vs'hen every spear shall become a prun- 
ing-hook, and every sword shall be made to till the 
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soil which, once it stained with blood. This is 
the great climax of the gospel dispensation. This 
will be the grand triumph of Christ ; before death 
itself shall be dead; death’sgreat jackal, war, must die 
also, and then shall there be peace on earth, and the 
angel shall say, I have gone up and down through 
the earth, and the earth sitteth still and is at rest ; I 
heard no tumult of war nor noise of battle.” This is 
what we hope for. Let us fight the battles of peace 
with diligence and earnestness. 


o‘^y>^o-o- 


H eaven slngeth evermore. Before the throne of 
God, angels and redeemed saints extol his name. 
And this world is singing too; sometimes with the roll- 
ing thunder of the boiling sea, of the dashing cataract, 
and of the lowing cattle; and often with that still, 
solemn harmony, wdiich floweth from the vast creation, 
when in its silence it praiseth God. Such is the song 
which gushes in silence from the mountain lifting its 
head to the sky, covering its face sometimes with the 
wings of mist, and at other times unveiling its snow- 
white brow before its Maker, and reflecting back his 
sunshine, gratefully thanking him for the light with 
which it has been made to glisten and for the gladness 
of which it is the solitary spectator, as in its grandeur 
it looks down upon the laughing valleys. The tune to 
which b.eaven and earth are set, is the same. In heaven 


26G 


SPURGEON’S GEMS. 


they* sing, The Lord be exalted ; let his name be mag-* 
nified for ever.” And the earth singeth the same: 

Great art thou in thy works, O Lord I and unto thee^ 
be glory.” 


O N the morning, when the ark door was opened, you 
might have seen in the sky a pair of eagles, a 
pair of sparrows, a pair of vultures, a pair of ravens, 
a pair of humming-birds, a pair of all kinds of birds 
that ever cut the azure, that ever floated on wing, or 
whispered their song to the evening gales, in they 
came. But if you had watched down on the earth, you 
would have seen come creeping along, a pair of snails, 
a pair of snakes, and a pair of worms. There ran 
along a pair of mice ; there came a pair of lizards, and 
in there flew a pair of locusts. There were pairs of 
creeping creatures, as well as pairs of flying creatures. 
Do you see what I mean by that ? There are some of 
you ‘that can fly so high in knowledge, that I should 
never be able to scan your great and extensive wisdom ; 
and others of you so ignorant, that you can hardly read 
your Bibles. Nevermind; the eagle must come down 
to the door, and you must go ixp to it. There is only 
one entrance for you all ; and as God saved the birds 
that flew, so he saved the reptiles that crawled. Are 
you a poor, ignorant, crawling creature, that never was 
noticed — without intellect, without repute, without 
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fame, witliout honour? Come along, crawling one! 
God will not exclude you. I have often wondered 
how the poor snail crawled in ; hut I dare say he 
started many a year before. And some of you have 
started for years, and still you keep crawling on. Ah ! 
then come, along with thee, poor snail ! If I could just 
pick thee up, and help thee on a yard or two, I would 
be glad to .do it. It is strange how long you have been 
nigh to the ark, but not yet entered in ; how long you 
have been near the portals of the church, but never 
joined it. 


T he truth leads her followers in a rough road. The 
good bark of the Church has had to plough her 
way through seas of blood, and those who have manned 
her have been bespattered with the bloody spray ; yea, 
they have had to man her and keep her in motion, by 
laying down their lives unto the death. 

B ut do ye want further proof that God will not 
acquit the wicked? Need I lead you through a 
long list of terrible wonders that God has wrought — 
the wonders of his vengeance? Shall I show yon 
olighted Eden? Shall I let you see a world all 
drowned — sea monsters whelping and stabling in the 
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palaces of kings ? Shall I bid you listen to the last 
shriek of the last drowning man as he falls into the 
flood and dies, washed by that huge wave from the hill- 
top? Shall I compel you to behold death riding upon 
the summit of a crested billow, upon a sea that knows 
no shore, and triumphing because his work is done, 
his quiver empty, for all men are slain, save where life 
floats in the midst of death in yonder ark ? Need I 
picture Sodom, with its terrified inhabitants, when the 
volcano of Almighty wrath spouted fiei'y hail upon it? 
Shall I show you the earth opening its mouth to swallow 
up Korah, Dathan and Abiram ? Need I take you to 
the plagues of Egypt? Shall I again repeat the death- 
shriek of Pharaoh, and the drowning of his host? 
Surely, ye need not to be reminded of cities that are in 
ruins, or of, nations that have been cut off in a day ; ye 
need not to be told how God has smitten the earth, 
until her inmost bowels trembled, and her rocky heart 
was melted like wax. Nay, we have - proofs enough in 
liistory, proofs enough in Scripture, that he will not 
at all acquit the wicked.” If ye wanted the best proof 
liowever, ye should borrow the black wings of a miser- 
able imagination, and fly beyond the world, through the 
dark realm of chaos, on, far on, where those battlements 
of fire are gleaming with a horrid light — if through 
them, with a spirit’s safety ye would fly, and would 
behold the worm that never dies, the pit that knows no 
bottom, and could you there see the fire unquenchable, 
and listen to the shrieks and wails of men that are ban- 
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islied for ever from God — if sirs, it were possible for 
you to bear the sullen groans, and hollow moans, and 
slirieks of tortured ghosts,” then would you come back 
to this world, amazed and petrified with horror, and 
you would say, “ Indeed, he will not acq^uit the wicked.’^ 


<K>^;c>o 

W E endure ten times as much anxiety in this world 
as we need, because we confide not in the divine 
promise half as much as we might. If we vrere to live 
more on God’s promise, and less on creature feelings, 
we should be happier men and women, all of us. If 
we were to get hold of a promise, and say, There, let 
me abide by this : though the world says it is not true, 
I will believe it.” Could w’-e live always in faith on the 
promises, the shafts of the enemy could never reach us. 

B ring me here a Hottentot, or a man from Kam- 
schatka, a wild savage who has never listened 
to the Word. That man may have every sin in the 
catalogue of guilt except one ; but that one I am sure 
he has not. He has not the sin of rejecting the gospel 
when it is preached to him. But you, when you heur 
the gospel, have an opportunity of committing a fresh 
sin; and if you have rejected it, you have added a 
fresh iniquity to all those others that hang about your 
neck. 
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H iram prepared miicliof tlie material of tlie temple 
In this, Jesus Christ excels Solomon, for ho pro- 
vides all the materials. He hews them himself; he 
rough-casts them first, and then afterwards, during life, 
polishes them till he makes them ready to transport 
them to the hill of God, whereon his temple is to he built. 
I was thinking what a pretty figxire was that floating of 
the trees of Lebanon after being sawn into planks and 
made ready to be fixed as pillars of the temple — wliat a 
fine emblem of death I Is it not just so with us ? Here 
we grow, and are at length cut down, and made ready 
to become pillars of the temple. Across the stream of 
death, we are ferried by a loving hand, and brought to 
the port of J erusalem, where we are safely landed, to 
go no more out for ever, but to abide as eternal pillars 
in the temple of our Lord. How, you know, the 
Tyrians floated these rafts ; but no stranger, no 
foreigner shall float us across the stream of death. It 
is remarkable that Jesus Christ always uses expres- 
sions with regard to his people, which impute their 
death to him alone. You will recollect the expression 
in the Revelation — Thrust in thy sickle and reap: 
for the time is come for thee to reap ; for the harvest 
of the earth is ripe !” But when he begins to reap, not 
the vintage, which represents the wicked that were to 
be crushed, but the harvest which represents the godly, 
then it is said, He that sat upon the throne thrust in 
the sickle.” He did not leave it to his angels, he did it 
himself. It is so with the bringing of those planks, 
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and the moving of those stones. I say no king of 
Tyre and Sidon shall do it; Jestis Christ, who on the 
death of death and hell’s destruction, himself shall 
pilot ns across the stream, and land ns safe' on Canaan’s 
side, He shall bnild the temple of the Lord.” 


•oo^^^oo— — 


A fflictions cannot sanctify ns, except as they 
are used by Christ, as his mallet and his chisel. 
Our joys and onr efforts cannot make ns ready for 
heaven, apart from the hand of Jesus who fashioneth 
our hearts aright, and prepareth ns to be partakers of 
the inheritance of the saints in light. 


T he men who come between two belligerents, and 
bear the stroke themselves — the men^who will lie 
down on the earth, and plead with others that they 
would cease from warfare — these are the blessed. 
How rarely are they set on high. They are generally 
set aside, as people who cannot be blessed, even though 
it seems that they try to make others so. Here is the 
world turned upside down. The warrior with his gar- 
ment stained in blood, is put into the ignoble earth to 
die and rot; but the peace-maker is lifted up, and God’s 
crown of blessing is put round about his head, and men 
one day shall see it, and, struck with admiration, they 
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shall lament their own folly, that they exalted the 
blood-red sword of the warrior, but that they did rend 
the modest mantle of the man who did make peace 
among mankind. 




I SUPPOSE there is scarce a kingdom of the world 
where you do not see God’s handiwork in crushing 
his enemies. It is to the shame of the idolater that he 
worships a God which his fathers knew not. Although 
there be some hoary systems of iniquity ; in most cases 
the system is still new — new compared with the giant 
mountains, the first-born of nature — new compared 
wdth those old idolatries that have long since died away 
in the clouds of forgetfulness. It seems to me to be a 
very pleasing theme for us to speak of these desolations 
that God has made. For mark this — again we say it 
— as it wms in the beginning, it is now, and for ever 
shall be. The false gods shall yet yield their sway ; 
the temples shall yet be unroofed ; their houses shall 
be burned with fire, and their names shall be left for a 
reproach; their dignity shall not be honoured, neither 
shall homage be given unto their name. 


f HAT a dreadful thing it must be to be an un- 
faithful preacher on a dying-bed (Oh that f 
may be saved from that I) ‘ To be upon one’s bed 
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wlien life is over; to have had great opportunities, 
mighty congregations, and to have been so diligent 
about something else as to have neglected to preach 
the full and free gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ! 
Methinks as I laid in my bed a~dying, I should see 
spectres and grim things in the room. One wquld 
come and stare upon me and say, “ Ah I you are 
dying. Remember how many times I sat in the front 
of the gallery, and listened to you, but you never 
once told me to escape from the wrath to come ; you 
were talking to me about something I did not under- 
stand ; but the simple matter of the gospel you never 
preached to me, and I died in doubt and trembling. 
And now you are coming to me to the hell which I 
have inherited because you were unfaithful.” And 
when in our grey and dying age we see the genera- 
tions which have grown up around our pulpits, we 
shall think of them all. We shall think of the time 
when as striplings we first began to preach ; we shall 
recollect the youths that then crowded, then the men, 
and then the grey heads that passed away. And 
methinks as they come on in grim procession, they 
will everyone leave a fresh curse upon our conscience 
because we were unfaithful. The death-bed of a man 
who has murdered his fellows, of some grim tyrant 
who has let the bloodhounds of war loose upon man- 
kind, must be an awful thing. When the soldier, and 
the soldier’s widow, and the murdered man of peace 
rise up before him; when the smoke of devastated 
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countries seems to blow into liis eyes and make them 
sore and red ; when the blood of men hangs on his 
conscience like a great red pall ; when bloody murder, 
the grim chamberlain, draws red curtains round his 
bed, and wdien he begins to approach the last end 
wdiere the murdei'er must inheidt his dreary doom, it 
must be a feaiful time indeed. But, methinks to have 
murdered souls must be more awful still — to have 
distri])uted poison to children instead of bread, to have 
given tbexn stones when they asked us for right food, 
to have taught them error, when wo ought to have 
taught them the truth as it is in Jesus, or to have 
spoken to them with cold listlessness when earnestness 
was needed. 

A S long as there is a particle of selfishness remain- 
ing in us, it will mar our sweet enjoyment of 
Christ; and until we get a complete riddance of it, 
our joy will never be unmixed with grief. We must 
dig at the roots of our selfishness to find the worm 
■•Nhich eats our happiness. 


T WO men go up to the temple to pray, the one a 
believer, the other an unbeliever. He that is an 
unbeliever may have the gifts of oratory, the mightiest 
fluency of speech, but his prayer is an abomination 


Spurgeon’s gems. 


275 


unto God, whilst the feeblest utterance of the true 
believer is received with smiles by him that sits upon 
the throne. Two persons go to the Master’s table — 
the one loveth the ordinance , in its outward sign, and 
reverencetli it with superstition, but he knows not 
Christ; the other believes in Jesus, and knows how to 
eat his flesh and drink his blood as a worthy partaker 
in that divine ordinance; God is honoured in the one, the 
ordinance is dishonoured in the other. 

I T seems to me, that eveiy Sunday-school teacher 
has a right to put Reverend” before his name 
as much as I have, or if not, if he discharges his trust 
he certainly is a Right Honourable.” He teaches his 
congregation and preaches to his class. I may preach 
to more, and he to less, but still he is doing the same 
work, though in a smaller sj)here. I am sure I can 
sympathize with Mr. Carey, when he said of his son 
Felix, who left the missionary work to become an 
ambassador, Felix has drivelled into an ambassador ;” 
meaning to say, that he was once a great person as a 
missionary, but that he had afterwards accepted a com- 
paratively insignificant office. So I think we may say of 
the Sabbath-school teacher, if he gives up his work ^ 
because he cannot attend to it, on account of his en- 
larged business, he drivels into a rich merchant. If he 
forsakes his teaching because he finds there is so much 
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else to do, he drivels into something less than he was 
before; with one exception, if he is obliged to give np 
to attend to his own family, and makes that iarnily his 
Sabbath-school class — there is no drivelling there ; he 
stands in the same position as he did before. 


H ave you not noticed how magnificently peace 
winneth its reprisals at the hands of war? 
Look through this country. Methinks if the angel 
of peace should go with us, as w^e jouimey througli 
it, and stop at the various ancient towms, where 
there are dismantled castles, and high mounds from 
which every vestige of a building has long been 
swept, the angel would look us in the face, and say, 
“I have done all this: war scattered my peaceful 
subjects, burned down my cottages, ravaged my 
temples, and laid my mansions with the dust But 
I have attacked war in his o^vn strongholds and I 
have routed him. Walk through his halls. Can 
you hear now the tramp of the warrior? Where now 
tlie sound of the clarion and the drum?” The sheep is 
feeding from the cannon’s mouth, and the bird builds 
his nest where once the warrior did hang his helmet. 
As rare curiosities we dig up the swords and spears of 
our forefathers, and little do we reck that in this we 
are doing tribute to peace. For peace is the conquei^oi'. 
It hath been a long duel, and much blood hath been 
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slied; but peace liatli been the victor. War, after all, 
has but spasmodic triumphs; and again it sinks — ^it 
dies ; but peace ever reigneth. If she be driven from 
one part of the earth, yet she dwelleth in another ; and 
while war, with busy hand, is piling up here a wall, 
and there a rampart, and there a tower, peace with 
her gentle finger, is covering o’er the castle with the 
moss and the ivy, and casting the stone from the top, 
and levelling the rampart with the earth. 

A HEEDLESS spirit is a curse to the soul; a rash, 
presumptuous conversation will eat as doth a 
ranker. ^'^Too-bold” was never Too-wise nor Too- 
loving. Careful walking is one of the best securities 
of safe and happy standing. It is solemn cause for 
doubting when we are indifferent in our behaviour to 
our best Friend. 


E very stone that is in the temple, Jesus Christ 
ordained should be put where it is ; even those 
stones that are most contemptible and unseen were 
put in their places by him. There is not one board 
of cedar, one piece of burnished pinnacle, that was 
not foreseen and pre-arranged in that eternal covenant 
of grace which was the great plan that Christ, the 
Almighty Architect, did draw for the building of the 
temple to his praise. 
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I CHALLENGE tlio langoclly to the test of tlie 
tremendous day of God’s Avrath. I imagine 
that the hour is come, and thus I defy them: — 
Laush at religion now ! scoff at Ciirist now ! now 
tli<at tliG angels are gatliering for tlie judgment; 
now that the trumpet sounds exceedingly loud and 
long; now that the heavens are red Avith fire, that 
tlie great furnace of hell o’erleaps its boundary, and 
is about to encircle thee in its fiame; now despise 
religion ! Ah ! no. I see thee. Now thy stiff knees 
are bending; now thy bold forehead for tlie first 
time is covered with the hot sweat of trembling; now 
thine eyes that once Avere full of scorn are wet with 
tears ; thou dost look on him whom tliou didst despise, 
and thou art weeping for thy sin. O sinner, it will be 
too late then; there is no cutting of the stone after it gets 
to Jerusalem. Whci'e thou fallest there thou liest. 
Where judgment finds thee, there eternity shall leave 
thee. Time shall be no more when judgment comes, 
and when time is no more, change is impossible I In 
eternity there can be no change, no deliverance, no 
signing of acquittal. Once lost, lost for ever; once 
damned, damned to all eternity. 


T he sun will shine on the dunghill, but Christ will 
not shine on the backslider while he is indulging 
in his lusts. 
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I BEL [EVE tliat different denominations are sent on 
purpose to set out different truths. There are 
some of our brethren a little too high, they bring out 
better than any other people the grand old truths 
of sovereign grace. There are some, on the other 
hand, a little too low ; they bring out, with great clear- 
ness, the great and truthful doctrine of man’s respon- 
sibility. So that two truths that might have been 
neglected, either the one or the other, if only one form 
of Christianity existed, are both brought out, both 
made resplendent, by the different denominations of 
God’s people, who are alike chosen of God, and 
precious to him. 




I F there be a place under high heaven more holy than 
another, it is the pulpit from which the gospel is 
preached. This is the Thermopylse of Christendom ; 
here must the great battle be fought between Christ’s 
church and the invading hosts of a wicked world. 
This is the last vestige of anything sacred tliat is left 
to us. We have no altars now; Christ is our altar : 
but we have a pulpit still left, a place which, when a 
man entereth, he may well put off his shoes from his 
feet, for the place whereon he standeth is holy. Con- 
secrated by a Saviour’s presence, established by the 
clearness and the force of an apostle’s eloquence, main- 
tained and upheld by the faithfulness and fervour of a 
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succession of evangelists who, like stars, have marked 
the era in which they lived, and stamped it with their 
names, the pulpit is handed down to those of us who 
occupy it now with a prestige of everything that is 
great and holy. Yet I have seen the wicked come and 
go from it. Alas ! if there be a sinner that is hardened, 
it is the man who sins and yet occupies his pulpit. We 
liave lieard of such a man living in the commission of 
the foulest sins, and at length he has been discovered ; 
and yet such is the filthiness of mankind, that when he 
had the impudence to preach again, the people clustered 
round the beast for the mere sake of hearing what he 
would say to them. Wo have known cases, too, where 
men, when convicted to their own forehead, have uu- 
blushingly persevered in proclaiming a gospel which 
their lives denied. Perhaps tlxese are the hardest 
of all sinners to deal with. Oh ! if the garment he once 
defiled, away with all thoughts of the pulpit then ! He 
must be clean who ministers at the altar. Every saint 
must be holy, but he should be holiest of all who 
ministers before the Lord. Yet, we must mourn to say 
it, the church of God has had suns which scattered 
dax-kness instead of light, and mooxxs that were as clots 
of blood, destitxxte of all brightness or beauty. 
Happy the church when God gives her holy ixiinis- 
ters; but unliappy the assembly where wicked men 
preside. I know ministers to this day, however, who 
know more about fishing rods than they do about chap- 
ters in the Bible ; more about fox-hounds than about 
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Imnting after men’s souls ; who understand a great deal 
more about the spring and the net^ than they do of the 
net for catching souls, or earnest exhortations for men 
to flee from the wrath to come. We know such even 
now : still uproarious at a farmer’s dinner, still the very 
loudest to give the toast and clash the glass, still 
mightiest among the Nimrods ; fond of the gay, the wild, 
and the dissolute. Pity on the church that still allows 
it! Happy the day when all such persons shall be 
purged from the pulpit; then shall it stand forth 
clear as the sun, fair as the moon, and terrible as an 
army with banners.” 

0 BELIEVER, dispute not with divine decrees^ 
but sit down and draw honey out of this rock, 
and wine out of this flinty rock. The doctrine 
of Election is a hard, hard doctrine to a man 
who has no interest in it, but when a man has 
once a title to it, then it is like the rock in the wil- 
derness; it streams with refreshing water whereat 
myriads may drink and never thirst again. W ell does 
the Church of England say of that doctrine, it is full 
of sweet, pleasant, and unspeakable comfort to godly 
persons.” And though it be like the Tarpeian rock, 
whence many a malefactor has been dashed to pieces 
oy his presumption, yet it is like Pisgah, from whose 
lofty summit the spires of heaven may be seen in the 
distance. 
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O NE reformation will never serve tlie cliurcli; slie 
requires perpetual cleansing. Like a great clock, 
she needs continually to be wound up, and set again 
afresh ; for her works run down, and she does not act 
as she used to do. Tlic bold, bald doctrines that 
Luther brought out, began to be a little modiHcd, 
until layer after layer was deposited upon them, and at 
last the old rocky truth was covered up, and there 
grew upon the snpei'ficial subsoil an abundance of green 
and flowery errors, Avhich looked fair and beautiful, but 
were in no way whatever related to the truth, except as 
they were the products of its decay. Then there came 
bold men who excavated the truth again, and said 
Clear away this rubbisli; let the blast light upon 
these deceitful beauties ; we want them not ; bring out 
the old truth once more !” And the gospel was again 
brought forth to the light of day, and emancipated from 
its bondage. But the tendency of the churcli perpetually 
is, to be covering up its own naked simplicity, forgetting 
that the truth is never so beautiful as when it stands in 
its own unadorned, God-given glory. And now, at this 
time, we need to have the old truths restored to their 
places. The subtleties and the refinements of the preacher 
must be laid aside. W*e must give up the grand dis- 
tinctions of tlie schoolmen, and all the lettered techni- 
calities of men who have studied theology as a system, 
but have not felt the power of it in their hearts ; and 
when the good old truth is once more preached by 
men whose lips are touched as with a live coal from off 
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tlie altar, this shall he the instrument, in the hand of 
the Spirit, for bringing about a great and thorough 
revival of religion in the land. 

L ittle do we know when we look from this 
pulpit, upon our congregation, what may be 
hidden among you. This place looks like one great 
field of flowers, fair to look upon, but how many a 
root of deadly henbane and noxious nightshade groweth 
here; and though you all look fair and goodly, yet 
I have seen the wicked come and go from the place 
of the holy.” 




S OLDIER of the cross I the hour is coming when 
the note of victory shall be proclaimed throughout 
the world. The battlements of the enemy must soon 
succumb ; the swords of the mighty must soon- be given 
up to the Lord of Lords. What ! soldier of the cross ! 
in the day of victory wouldst thou have it said that thou 
didst turn thy hack in the day of battle ? Dost thou 
not wish to have a share in the conflict, that thou mayest 
have a share in the victory ? If thou hast to endure the 
hottest part of the battle, wilt thou flinch and fly? 
Thoix shalt have the brightest part of the victoi'y, if 
thou art in the fiercest of the conflict. Wilt thou turn 


284 


SPURGEON’S GE5IS. 


and lose tliv- laurels? Wilt tliou throw down thy 
sword? Shall it he Tvith thee as when a standard- 
bearer fainteth? JS’ay, man, up to arms again ! for the 
victory is certain. Though the conflict be severe, I 
beseech you hasten to it again ! On, on, ye lion-hearted 
men of God, to the battle once more! for ye shall yet 
be crowned with immortal glory. 


- o-oIaKo 


T here are moments wlien tlie Christian feels the 
chains of earth all broken^ and his wings are 
loosed, and he begins to fly ; and up he soars, till lie 
forgets earth’s sorrows, leaving them far behind; 
and up he goes, till he forgets earth’s joys, and leaves 
them like the mountain-tops far below, as when the 
eagle flies to meet the sun; and upward still he goes, with 
his Saviour full before him almost in vision beatific. 
His heart is full of Christ; his soul beholds his Saviour, 
and the cloud that darkened his view of the Saviour’s 
face seems -to be dispersed. At such a time the Chris- 
tian can sympathize -with Paul. He says, Whether 
in tlie body or out of the body I cannot tell — God 
ivnoweth!” but I am, as it were, caught up to the 
third heaven.” And how is this rapture produced ? 
By the music of flute, harp, sackbut, psaltery, and all 
kinds of instruments? No. How then? By riches? 
By fame? By wealth? Ahl no. By a strong mind? 
By a Kvely disposition? No; hy the name of Jesus. 
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,rie name is all-sufficient to lead the Christian 
ights of transport that verge upon the region 
fclie angels dwell in cloudless day. 




liave you ever felt the spirit of adoption ? There 
nought like it beneath the sky. Save heaven 
i.ere is nought more blissful than to enjoy the 
cit of adoption. Oh ! when the wind of trouble is 
g, and waves of adversity are rising, and the 
reeling to the rock, how sweet then to say, My 
and to believe that his strong hand is on the 
—when the bones are aching, when the loins 
ed with pain, and when the cup is brimming 
wormwood and gall, to say ^''My Tather,” and 
-that Father’s hand holding the cup to the lip, ta 
t steadily to the very dregs, because we can say, 
rather, not my will, but thine be done.” Well, 
'artin Luther, in his Exposition of the Galatians, 
e is more eloquence in that word, Abba, Father, 
a all the orations of Demosthenes or Cicero put 
ir.” My father I” Oh ! thei'e is' music there ; 
s eloquence there ; there is the very essence of 
l’s own bliss in that word, My Father,” when 
L to God, and when uttered by us with an unfalter- 
igue, through the inspiration of the Spirit of the 
Ood. 
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I F the church be a true church, and a holy church, 
she must be armed: there arc so many untrue 
things and unholy things, that she must be perpetually 
with her sword in her hand, cai'ryingon combat against 
them. Every child of God proveth by experience 
that this is the land of wuir. We are not yet come to 
the time wlien every man shall sit under his vine, and 
under his fig tree, none daring to make him afraid. 
The mountains do not yet bring peace to the people, 
nor the little hills righteousness. On the contrary, the 
children of God hear the sound of war 5 the shrill 
clarion is constantly sounding in their cars ; they are 
compelled to caiuy with them the sword and the shield, 
and constantly to wear their armour, for they are 
not yet come to the land of peace. 




T here is nothing makes a anan laave a lai'ge heart 
like a ga-eat trial. I always find that little mise- 
rable people, whose hcaa-ts arc about the size of a grain 
of mustard-seed, never have had anuch to try theaii. I 
have found that those people who have no symjiathy 
for their fellows — who never weep for the sorrows of 
others— very seldom have had any woes of their owai. 
Great hearts can only be made by great troubles. But 
more, the spade of trouble digs the reservoir of comfort 
deeper, and makes more room for consolation. God comes 
into our heart, he finds it full, he begins to break our 
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oDmforts and to make it empty ; tlien there is more room 
for grace. The humbler a man lies, the more comfort 
he will always have. I recollect walking with a plough- 
man one day — a man who was deeply taught, although 
he Avas a ploughman, and really, ploughmen would 
make a great deal better preachers than many college 
gentlemen — and he said to me, “Depend upon it, my 
good brother, if you or I ever get one inch above the 
ground, Ave shall just get that inch too high.” I believe 
it is true ; for the loAver we lie, and the more our trou- 
bles humble us, the more fit we are to receive com- 
fort ; and God always gives us comfort when we are 
most fit for it. 




S OME people call troubles Aveiglits. Verily they are 
so. A ship that has large sails and a fair wind, 
needs ballast. Troubles are the ballast of a believer. 
The eyes are the pumps wdhch fetch out the bilge- 
AA'-ater of his soul, and keep him from sinking. But if 
trials be Aveights, I Avill tell you of a happy secret* 
There is such a thing as making a weight lift you. If 
I have a weight chained to me it keeps me down ; but 
give me pulleys and certain appliances, and I can make 
it lift me up. Yes, there is such a thing as making 
troubles raise me toAvards heaven. A gentleman once 
asked a friend, concerning a beautiful horse of his, 
feeding about in the pasture Avith a clog on its foot. 
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^^Wliy do you clog such a noble animal?’ 
said he, I would a great deal sooner clog him than 
lose him : he is given to leap hedges.” That is why 
God clogs his people. He would rather clog them 
than lose them; for if he did not clog them, they 
would leap the hedges and be gone. They want a 
tether to prevent their straying, and their God binds 
them with afflictions, to keep them near to him, to 
preserve them, and have them in his presence. 


I HAVE met with men of prudish and mock-modesty^ 
who would like to alter the Bible ; and (I almost 
blush to say it) I have heard ministers alter God’s 
Bible, because they w’ere afraid of it. Have you never 
heard a man say, He that believeth and is baptized, 
shall be saved ; but he that believeth not,” — What does 
the Bible say ? shall be damned,’'^ But that does not 
happen to he polite enough, so they say, shall be 
condemned^'* Gentlemen ! pull the velvet out of your 
mouths ; speak God’s word as it stands ; we w' ant none 
of your alterations. I have heard men in prayer, instead 
of saying, Make your calling and election sure,” say, 
^^Make j’our calling and salvation sure.” Pity they 
were not born in eternity, that they might have taught 
the Infinitely Wise how to write his own word. Oh, im- 
pudence beyond all bounds ! Oh, full blown self-conceit I 
To attempt to dictate to the All-wise — to teach the 


spukgeon’s gems. 


28& 


Oixiniscient^ and instruct tlie Eternal! Strange that 
there should be men so vile as to use the pen-knife of 
Jehoiakim^ to cut passages out of the Word^ because 
they are unpalatable. 


I T is a singular fact, but nevertheless most certain, 
that tlie vices are the counterfeits of virtues. When- 
ever God sends from the mint of heaven a precious 
coin of genuine metal, Satan will imitate the impress, 
and utter a vile production of no value. God gives 
love: it is his nature and essence. Satan also fashioneth 
a thing which he calls love, but it is lust. God be- 
stows courage ; and it is a good thing to be able to look 
one’s fellow in the face, fearless of all men in doing our 
duty. Satan inspires fool-hardiness, styles it courage, 
and bids the man rush to the cannon’s mouth for 
bubble reputation.” God creates in man holy fear. 
Satan gives him unbelief, and we often mistake the one 
for the other. So with the best of virtues, the saving 
grace of faith, when it comes to its perfection it ripens 
into confidence, and there is nothing so comfortable 
and so desirable to the Christian as the full assurance 
of faith. Hence, we find Satan, when he sees this good 
coin, at once takes the metal of the bottomless pit, 
imitates the heavenly image and superscription of as 
surance, and palms upon us the vice of presumption. 

u 
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T he more hitter the vessel of grief, the sweeter tTio 
cup of consolation; the heavier weight of trial 
here, the brighter the crown of glory liereafter. In 
fact, the same word in Hebrew signifies “ wc'ight” and 
A weight of trouble is a glory to a Christian^ 
for it is an honour to liiin; and glory is a weight, for it 
often bows him down, and makes him lie low at his 
Master’s feet. 


A h, you want to he saved, some of yo\i, but it nuist 
be this day next week. But when tlio Holy Ghost 
speaks, he says, To-day if yc will hear Ins voice, 
harden not your hearts.’' It must bo now or never. 

To-day give me grace; to-day give me mercy; to- 
day give me pardon.” Some of you hoiie to be saved 
before you die, before the pit closes on you ; you Impe 
Jesus Christ will look down upon you in some years 
to come. You have not set down how many years, I 
suppose; but it is always in the distant hazy future. But 
the true desire always cries now. Docs the poor man who 
stands upon the scaffold with a rope round liis neck, 
say, Pardon me in a year’s time?” No: lie is afraid 
he shall the next minute be launched into eternity. Ho 
who feels his danger will cry ^‘^Now I” He who wants 
Christ really, will cry, ^^Now !” Ho who is spiritually 
awakened, will cry out, '^‘^Now, or never I” What! 
sinner, will it do to postpone salvation? Doth tliine 
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heart tell tliee it will do by-aiid-by? What! when the 
fire is just coming through the boards of thy little 
chamber ? What ! when thy ship has struck upon the 
rock, and is filling? Yes, she is filling; while theHre 
at the other end is rushing up; and fire and water 
together are seeking thy destruction, wilt thou say, 
“to-morrow?” Why, thou mayest be dead ere to- 
morrow’s sun has risen. To-morrow! where is it? In 
the devil’s calendar; it is not written in any book on 
earth. To-morrow! It is some fancied islet in the 
far-off sea that the mariner has never reached. To- 
morrow! It is the fool’s desire ; which he ne’er shall 
gain. Like a will o’-the-wisp it dances before him, but 
only lands him in the marshes of distress. To-morrow ! 
There is no such thing. It is God’s, if there is such a 
day; ours it cannot he. Tillotson Avell remarks: — 
“ To he ahvays intending to live a new life, hut never 
to find time to set about it; this is as if a man should 
])ut off eating and drinking, and sleeping, from one day 
and night to another, till he is starved and destroyed.” 


F aith is the silver thread upon which the pearls of 
the graces are to be strung. Break that, and you 
liiiYo broken the string, — the pearls lie scattered on the 
ground : nor can you wear them for your own adorn- 
ment. Baitli is the mother of virtues. Faith is the 
fire which consumes the sacrifice. Faith is the water 
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wliicli nurtures tlie root of piety. If you luavc not faitli 
all your graces must die. And in proportion as your 
faith increases^, so will all your virtues he strengthened ; 
nofall in the same proportion, but all in some degree. 


1 1HE blood of Jesus Christ is blood that hath been 
accepted. Christ died — ^lie was buried; but neither 
heaven nor earth could tell whether God had accepted 
the ransom. There was wanted God’s seal upon the 
great Magna Charta of man’s salvation, and that seal 
was put, my hearer*, in that hour when God summoned 
the angel, and bade him descend from heaven and roll 
away the stone. Christ was put in durance vile, in the 
prison-house of the grave, as a hostage for his people. 
Until God had signed the warrant for acquittal of all 
his people, Christ must abide in the bonds of death. 
He did not attempt to break his prison; ho did not 
come forth illegally, by wrenching down the bars of his 
dungeon ; he waited : he wrapt up the napkin, folding 
it by itself: he laid the grave-clothes in a separate 
place ; he waited, waited patiently ; and at last, down 
from the skies, like the flash of a meteor, the angel 
descended, touched the stone, and rolled it away ; and 
when Christ came out, rising from the dead in the 
glory of his Father’s power, then was the seal put 
upon the great Charter of our redemption. The blood 
was accepted, and sin was forgiven. And now, soul, 
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it is not possible for God to reject tliee^ if tbou comest 
this day to him, pleading the blood of Christ. God 
cannot — and here we speak with reverence too — the 
everlasting God cannot reject a sinner who pleads the 
blood of Christ; for if he did so, it were to deny fiim 
self, and to contradict all his former acts. He has 
accepted blood, and he will accept it; he never can 
revoke that divine acceptance of the resurrection ; and 
if thou goest to God, my hearer, pleading simply and 
only the blood of him that did hang upon the tree, God 
must un-God himself before he can reject thee, or 
reject that blood. 


H uman nature is too far gone ever to be mended. 

It is not a house that is a little out of repair, with 
here and there a slate blown from the roof, a piece 
of plaster broken down from the ceiling, or a plank 
decayed upon the floor. No, it is rotten throughout, 
the very foundations have been sapped; there is not a 
single timber in it which has not been eaten by the 
worm; nor a stone which has not slipped from its 
place : from its uppermost roof to its lowest founda- 
tion; there is no soundness in it; it is all rottenness 
and ready to fall. God doth not attempt to mend; he 
does not shore up the walls, and re-paint the door; he 
does not garnish and beautify, but he determines that 
the old house shall be entirely swept away, and that 
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he will build a new one. It is too far gone, I say, 
to be mended. If it were only ii little out of 
repair, it miglit be patclied up and beautified. 
If only a wheel or two of that great thing called man- 
hood/’ were out of repair, then he who made man 
might put the whole to rights; he might put a new cog 
where it had been broken oiF, and another wheel wliere 
it had gone to ruin, and the machine might work anew. 
But no, the whole of it is out of I'opalr ; there is not 
one lever which is not broken ; not one axle winch is 
not disturbed; not one of the wheels which acts upon 
the others. The whole head is sick, and the whole 
heart is faint. From the solo of the foot to the crown 
of the head, it is all wounds and bruises and putrifying 
sores. The Lord, therefore, does not attempt the re- 
pairing of this thing; but ho says, ^^I will give you 
a new heart, and a right spirit will I j)ut within 
you; I will take away the lieart of stone, I will not 
try to soften it, I will let it bo as stony as ever it was, 
but I will take it away, and I will give you a new heart, 
and it shall be a heart of flesh.” 


A m I God’s child? If so, he will clothe me; my 
shoes shall be iron and brass; ho will array me 
witli the robe of my Saviour’s righteousness, for he has 
said, Bring forth ' the best robe and put it on him,” 
and he has also said that he will put a crown of pure 
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gold upon my head, and inasmuch as I am a king’s son, 
I shall have a I'oyal crown. Am I his child? Then 
he will feed me ; my bread shall be given me, and my 
water shall be sure ; he that feeds the ravens will never 
let his children perish with hunger. If a good husband- 
man feeds the barn-door fowl, and the sheep and the bul- 
locks, certainly his children shall not starve. Does my 
Father deck the lily, and shall I go naked? Does he 
feed the fowls of the heaven that neither sow nor 
reap; and shall I feel necessity? God forbid! My 
Father knowetli what things I have need of before 
I ask him, and he wdll give me all I want. If I be his 
child, then I have a portion in his heart here, and I 
shall have a portion in his house above ; for if 
children then heirs, heirs of God and joint heirs with 
Christ.” 


I REMEMBER well, how once God preached to me 
by a similitude in the depth of winter. The earth 
had been black, and there was a scarcely a green thing 
or a flower to be seen. As you looked across the field, 
there was nothing but blackness — ^bare hedges and 
leafless trees, and black, black earth, wherever you 
looked. On a sudden God spake, and unlocked the 
treasures of tlie snow, and white flakes descended until 
there was no blackness to be seen, for all was one 
sheet of dajizling whiteness. It was at that time that I 


296 


SPUROEON’S OEMS. 


was seeking the Saviour, and it was then I found him ; 
and I remember well that sermon which I saw before 
me: Come now, and let us reason together; though your 
sins be as scarlet they shall be as white as snow^ though 
they be red like crimson they shall be as wool.’’ 
Sinner ! thy heart is like that black ground ; thy soul 
is like that bare tree and hedgerow, without leaf or 
, blossom ; God’s grace is like the white snow — it shall 
fall upon thee till thy doubting heart shall glitter in 
whiteness of pardon, and thy poor black soul shall be 
covered with the spotless purity of the Son of God. 
He seems to say to you, Sinner, you are black, but I 
am ready to forgive you ; I will wrap thy heart in the 
ermine of my Son’s righteousness, and with my Son’s 
own garments on, thou shalt be holy as the Holy 
One.” 


T he Christian’s duty is to praise God. Think not, 
ye who are always mourning, that ye are guilt- 
less in that respect ; imagine not that ye can discharge 
your duty to your God without songs of praise. It is 
your duty to praise him. You are bound by the bonds 
of his love as long as you Kve to bless his name. It is 
meet and comely that you should do so. It is not only 
a pleasurable exercise, but it is the absolute duty of the 
Christiaii’s life to praise God. This is taught us in the 
bound to thank God always for you. 
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brethren, as it is meet.” Let not your harps, then 
hang upon the willows, ye mourning children of the 
Lord. It is your duty to strike them and bring forth 
their loudest music. It is sinful in you to cease from 
praising God ; you are blessed in order that you may 
bless him; and if you do not praise God you are not 
bringing forth the fruit, which he, as the divine hus- 
bandman, may well expect at your hands. Go forth, 
then, ye sons of God, and chant his praise. With every 
morning’s dawn lift up your notes of thanksgiving; 
and every evening, let the setting sun be followed with 
your song. Girdle the earth with your praises ; sur- 
round it with an atmosphere of melody ; so shall God 
himself look down from heaven and accept your praises 
as like in kind, though not equal in degree, to the 
praises of cherubim and seraphim. 


I T is the custom of a certain body of Ultra-Calvinists, 
to call those of us who teach that it is the duty of 
man to repent and believe, Mongrel Calvinists.” If 
you hear any of them say so, give them my most 
respectful compliments, and ask them whether they 
ever read Calvin’s works in their lives. Not that I 
care what Calvin said or did not say ; hut ask them 
whether they ever read his works; and if they say 
‘‘ No,” as they must say, for there are forty-eight large 
volumes; you can tell them, that the man whom they 
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call Mongrel Calvinist,” though he has not read 
them all, has read a very good share of them, and 
loves their spirit ; and he is more than confident that he 
preaches substantially what Calvin lias Avritten — that 
every doctrine he preaches may be found in Calvin’s Com- 
mentaries on some part of Scripture or other. W e are 
TEUE Calvinists, though Calvin is no criterion to us ; 
Jesus Christ and him crucitied, and the old fashioned 
Bible, are our standards. Beloved, lot us take God’s 
Word as it stands. If wc find high doctrine there, let 
it be high ; if we find low doctrine, let it be low ; 
let us set up no other standard tlian the Bible affords. 

P erhaps, the only way in which most men get 
their faith increased is by great trouble. We 
do not grow strong in faith on sunshiny days. It is only 
in rough weather that a man gets faith. Faith is not 
an attainment that droppeth like the gentle dew from 
heaven ; it generally comes in the whirlwind and the 
storm. Look at the old oaks : how is it that they have 
become so deeply rooted in the earth ? Ask the March, 
winds and they will tell you. It was not the April 
shower that did it, or the sweet May sunshine, but it 
was March’s rough Avind, from the blustering mouth of 
old Boreas, shaking the tree to and fro, and causing its 
roots to bind themselves around the rocks. So must it 
be with us. We do not make great soldiers in the 
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barracks at home; they must be educated amidst flying 
shot and thundering cannon. We cannot expect to 
make good sailors on the Serpentine ; they must be 
tutored far away on the deep sea^ where the wild winds 
liowl, and the thunders roll like drums in the march of 
the God of armies. Storms and tempests are the things 
that make men tough and hardy mariners. They see 
the works of the Lord and his wonders in the deep. 
So with Christians. Great-faith must have great trials. 
Mr. Great-heart would never have been Mr. Great- 
heart if he had not once been Mr. Great-trouble. 
V aliant-for-truth would never have put to flight those 
foes, and have been so valiant, if the foes had not 
first attacked him. So with us : we must expect great 
troubles before we shall attain to much faith. 




rpHE best way to get your faith strengthened is to have 
communion loitli Christ. If you commune with 
Christ, you cannot be unbelieving. When his left 
hand is under my head, and his right hand doth em- 
brace me, I cannot doubt. When my beloved sits at 
his table, and he brings me into his banqueting house, 
and his banner over me is his love, then, indeed, I must 
believe. When I feast with him, my unbelief is 
abashed, and hides its head. Speak, ye that have been 
led in the green pastures, and have been made to lie 
down by the still waters ; ye who have seen his rod and 
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his staff, and hope to see them even when you walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death ; speak, ye 
that have sat at his feet with Mary, or laid your head 
tipon his bosom with the well-beloved John ; have you 
not found, when you have been near to Christ, that your 
hiith has grown strong, and when you have been laj 
away, then your faith has become weak? It is impos- 
sible to look Christ in the face and then distrust him. 
When you cannot see him, then you doubt him ; but if 
you live in fellowship with him, you are like tlie ewo 
lamb of Nathan’s parable, for you lie in his bosom, and 
eat from his table, and drink from his cup. You must 
believe when your Beloved speaks unto you, and says. 
Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away.” 
There is no hesitation then ; you must arise from the 
lowlands of your doubt up to tlie hills of assurance.” 


T he system of truth is not one straight line, but two. 

No man will ever get a inght view of the gospel 
until he knows how to look at the two lines at once. 
I am taught in one book to believe that what I sow I 
shall reap : I am taught in another place, that it is 
not of him that willeth nor of him that runneth, but of 
God that showeth mercy.” I see in one place, God 
presiding over all in providence ; and yet I see, and I 
cannot help seeing, that man acts as he pleases, and 
that God has left his actions to his own will, in a great 
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measure. Now, if I were to declare ilia 
free to act that there was no presidence 
his actions, I should be driven very near to Atheism ; 
and if, on the other hand, I declare that Grod so over- 
rules all things, as that man is not free enough to be 
responsible, I am driven at once into Antinomianism or 
fatalism. That God predestines, and that man is 
responsible, are two things that few can see. They are 
believed to be inconsistent and contradictory ; but they 
are not. It is just the fault of our weak judgment 
Two truths cannot be contradictory to each other. If, 
then, I find taught in one place that everything is fore- 
ordained, that is trite ; and if I find in another place 
that man is responsible for all his actions, that is true ; 
and it is my folly that leads me to imagine that two 
truths can ever contradict each other. These two 
truths, I do not believe can ever be welded into one 
upon any human anvil, but one they shall be in eter- 
nity: they are two lines that are' so nearly parallel, 
that the xnind that shall pursue them farthest, will 
never discover that they converge ; but they do con- 
verge, and they will meet somewhere in eternity, 
cl<-»se to the throne of God, whence all truth doth 
spring. 

W ITH regard to some sins, if thou wouldst avoid 
them, take one piece of advice — run away from 
them. Sins of lust especially are never to be fouglit 
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with, except after Jnseph'.H way ; :uui yon know wliat 
fTosoph did — he ran away. A French phihwiipluT said* 
‘‘Fly, fly, Teleinaehe; there rennuns no way of run 
quest but l)y flight.’* The true stddiers of Christas 
cross wall stand foot to foot with any sin in the world 
except this; hut here tliey turn tlieir laieks and fly, and 
then they become (‘onquerors. “ /’fo? fornicationf’ s;u«l 
one of old, and there was wisdom in the counsel ; there 
is no way of overcoming it but by flight* If the 
temptation attack thee, shut thine eye and stop thy 
ear, and away, away from it; for thon art only sale 
when thou art beyond sight and eursliot 

TNCREASE otir faitlC^ Usually, when wo com- 

X mence the Christian life, faith does not grasp 
much; it only bcliev(5s a few elementary doctrines^ 
I find that many young converts have not gone much 
far’ther than believing that Jasus Christ ditjd for 
sinners; by-and-bye they get a little advanced, and 
believe election; but there is something a little beyond 
which they do not receive ; and it is not until after years 
that they believe the entire gospel Some of you, my 
hearers, and a great many that are not my hearers, are 
miserable little cramped souls ; you have learned a cast- 
iron creed, and you will never move out of it A 
certain somebody drew up five or six doctrines, and 
said, ‘‘ There are the doctrines of the Bible/’ and ye 
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believe tliesc! but ye ■vv<ant to have your faith in- 
creased, for you do not believe all that is in the 
Bible. I do not think I differ from any of my hyper- 
calvinistic brethren in what I do believe; but I differ 
Irom them in what they do not believe. I do not 
believe any less than they do^ but I believe a little 
more, and I think, as we grow, we shall have our creed 
Avidened and increased ; not only are there a few cardinal 
doctrines which will be enough to steer our ship by, nortn, 
south, east, or west; hxxt we shall begin to learn some- 
thing aboutthe north-westand north-east, and that which 
lies between the four points. Many people, when they 
hear something a ’ little contrary to what they have 
usually heard, say at once, That is not sound.” But 
who made you a judge of what is sound? And there 
arc some little souls who set themselves up for princes 
m Israel, and think every man must believe as they 
believe, or else he is decidedly wrong, and they will hold 
no Christian communication or fellowship with him. I am 
sure I will pray to the Lord for them, Increase their 
faith!” Help them to believe a little more; help them 
to believe that there may be Christian Wesleyans, that 
tiiere are good Church people, and not only that 
l^articular Baptists are a very good sort of people, but 
that there are some of God’s elect everywhere. I 
am sure I pray for all bigots, that they may have 
larger hearts. I should like to stretch their hearts a 
little. But no ; they have reached the ultima tliule ; 
they have come to the last of the fortunate islands; 
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tliere cannot be any shore beyond. It is dangerous for 
a mariner to spread his sails on untried seas. Hither- 
to/^ says pious Crisp, and therefore many fancy, 
hitherto shalt thou go, and no further.” Dr. Gill 
declared just so much, and who shall venture to say 
more; or perhaps Calvin is made the standard, and 
what business has any man to think a single thought 
beyond Calvin ? Blessed be God, we have gone a little 
beyond that ; and we can say, Increase our faith.” 
With all our admiration for these great standard 
divines, we are not prepared to shut up ourselves in 
their little iron cages ; but we say, Open the door and 
let me fly — let me still feel that I am at liberty. In- 
crease my faith, and help me to believe a little more,” 


T he march of the army of God may be tracked by 
their ashes left behind them. The course of the 
ship of glory may be traced by the white sheen of 
sufferings left on the sea of time. Like as a meteor when, 
it flashes in its glory leaveth a blaze behind it for a mo- 
ment, so hath the church left behind it blazing fires of 
persecution and trouble. The path of the just is scarred, 
on earth’s breast, the monuments of the church are tho 
sepulchres of her martyrs. Earth has been ploughecL 
with deep furrows wherever they have lived. Yon will 
not find Abe saints of God where you do not find tho 
furnace burning round about ihem. I suppose it shal 1 
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be so until the latest age ; until that time shall come, 
when we shall sit under our own Tine and our own fi"- 
tree, none making us afraid. 


-OO'i^O 


rpiIE furnace is very useful to God’s people, because 
X get more light there than anywhere else. If you 
travel in the neighbourhood of Birmingham, or in other 
manufacturing districts, you will be interested at night 
by tlie glare of light which is cast by all those furnaces. 
It is labour’s own honourable illumination. I believe 
there is no place where we can learn so much, and have 
so much light cast upon Scripture, as we do in the furnace. 
Read a truth in tranquility, read it in peace, read it in 
])rosperity, and you will not make anything of it. Be 
])ut inside the furnace, (and nobody knows what a. 
bright blaze is there who has not been there) and you> 
will then he able to spell all hard words, and under- 
stand more than you could without it. 


I T is possible for a man to read too many books. We 
will not despise learning, we will not undervalue 
erudition, such acquisitions are very desirable; and 
when his talents are sanctified to God, the man of learn- 
ing frequently becomes, in the hand of the Spirit, far 
more useful than the ignorant and the unlearned : but 
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at the same time, if a man acquire liis knowledge en- 
tirely from Looks, he will not find himself to he a very 
wise man. There is such a thing us hc;ii>ing so innuy 
Looks on your Lrains that they cannot work — pouring 
such piles of type, and Icttcr.s, and manuscripts, and 
papers, and prints, and pamphlets, and volmnes, and 
tomes, and folios, upon your weary head, that your 
brains are absolutely buried, and cannot move at all. 


— - 


riTHE Christian never dies too late. That old lady 
X there is eighty years old. She sits in a miseralde 
room, shivering by a handful of fire. She is kept by 
charity. She is poor and iniscrable. What’s the good 
of her?” says everybody, ^‘^sbe has lived too long. A 
few years ago she might have been some use ; but now 
look at her ! She can scai'ccly cat unless her food is jmt 
into her moutli. She cannot move. Whut good enu 
she be?” Do not find faxilt with your Master’s work. 
He is too good a husbandman to leave bis wheat in the 
field too long, and let it shale out Go and see her, 
and you will be reproved. Let her speak : she can 
tell you tilings you never knew in all your life. Or, if 
she does not speak at all, her silent unmurmuring sere- 
nity, her constant submission, teaches you bow to bear 
suffering ; so that there is something that you can learn 
from her yet Say not the old leaf hangeth too long on 
the tree. An inseefc may yet twist itself therein, and 
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fashion it into its habitation. O say not the old sear-leaf 
ought to have been blown off long ago. The time is 
coming when it shall fall gently on the soil : but it re* 
inaineth to preach to unthinking men the frailty of tlieir 
lives. 

S OME persons love the doctrine of universal atone- 
ment because they say it is so beautiful. It is a 
lovely idea that Christ should have died for all men ; 
it commends itself^ they say, to the instincts of humanity; 
there is something in it full of joy and beauty. I 
admit there is; but beauty may be often associated 
with falsehood. There is much which I might well 
admire in the theory of universal redemption, but let 
me just tell you what the supposition necessarily in- 
volves. If Christ on his cross intended to save every 
man, then he intended to save those who were damned 
before he died ; because if the doctrine be true, that 
he died for all men, he died for some that were in 
hell before he came into this world, for doubtless there 
were myriads there that had been cast away. Once 
again, if it were Christ’s intention to save all men, how 
deplorably has he been disappointed ! for we have his 
own evidence that there is a lake that burneth with fire 
and brimstone, and into that pit must be cast some of 
the very persons, who according to that theory, were 
bought with his blood. That seems to me a thousand 
times more frightful than any of those horrors, which 
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ai'e said to be associated with the Calvinistic and Chris- 
tian doctrine of particular redemption. To think tliat 
my Saviour died for men in hell seems a supposition 
too horrible for me to imagine; that he was the siiljsti- 
tute for the sons of men, and that God having first 
])unis]ied the substitute, punished men again, seems to 
me to conflict with any idea of justice. That Christ 
should offer an atonement and satisfaction for tlic sins 
of men, and that afterwai’ds those very men sliould he 
punished for the sins which Christ had already atoned 
for, seems to me, to be the most marvellous monstrosity 
that ever could have been imputed to Saturn, to Janus, 
ay, to the god of the Thugs, or tlie most diabolical 
heathen demons. God forbid that we should over 
think thus of Jehovah, the just and wise. If Christ 
has suffered in man’s stead, God is faithful and just to 
forgive us our sins, and save us from all unrighteous- 
ness. 

M y brother, I come to you simple of speech, and I 
exhort you to flee to Olnist. O my brother, dost 
thou know what a loving Christ he is ? Let me tell 
thee from my own soul what I know of him, I, too, 
once despised him. He knocked at the door of my 
heart, and I refused to open it. He came to me, times 
without number, morning by morning, and night by 
night; he checked me in my conscience, and spoke to 
me by his Spirit, and when at last the thunders of tlie 
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law prevailed in my conscience, I tliought that Christ 
was cruel and unkind. Oh ! I can never forgive myself 
that I should have thought so ill of him. But what a 
loving reception did I have when I went to him. I 
thought he would smite me, hut his hand was not 
clenched in anger hut opened wide in mercy. I 
thought full sure that his eyes would dart lightning- 
flashes of wrath upon me ; hut, instead thereof, they 
were full of tears. He fell upon my neck and kissed 
me.; he took off my rags and did clothe me with his 
righteousness, and caused my soul to sing aloud for 
joy; while in the house of my heart, and in the house 
his church, there was music and dancing, because his 
son that he had lost was found, and he that was dead 
was made alive. I exhort you, then, to look to Jesus 
Christ and to he lightened. Sinner, you will never 
regret, — I will he bondsman for my Master that you 
will never have cause to regret coming to him, — ^you 
will have no sigh to go hack to your state of condem- 
nation; you shall go out of Egypt, and shall go 
into the promised land, and shall find it flowing with 
milk and honey. The trials of Christian life you 
shall find heavy, hut you will find grace will make 
them light. And as for the joys and delights of being 
a child of God, if I lie this day you shall charge me 
with it in days to come. If you will taste and see 
that the Lord is good, I am not afraid but that you 
shall find that he is not only good, but better than 
human lips can tell. 
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rilllERE are crimes which tlic lip of modesty could not 
X mention. I might go far in this pulpit tlii^; . 
morning, in describing the degradation of human 
nature in the sins which it has invented. It is amazing 
how the ingenuity of man seems to have exhausted 
itself in inventing fresh crimes. Surely there is not 
the possil)iIity of the invention of a new sin. But if 
there he, ere long, man will invent it, for man seemeth 
exceedingly cunning, and full of wisdom in tlie discovery 
of means of destroying himself and in the endeavour to 
injure liis Maker. But there are some sins that show 
a diabolical extent of degraded ingenuity — some sins, 
of which it were a shame to speak, of which it were 
disgraceful to think. But note here: The blood of 
Jesus Christ clcanscth from all sin.” There may be 
some sins of which a man cannot speak, but there is no 
sin which the blood of Christ cannot wash away. 
Blasphemy, however profane; lust, however bestial; 
covetousness, however far it may have trespassed into 
theft and rapine ; breach of the commandments of God, 
into however much of riot it may have run; all this may 
be pardoned and washed away through the blood of 
Jesus Christ. In all the long list of human sins 
though that be long as time, there standeth but one 
sin that is unpardonable, and that one no sinner has 
committed if he feels within himself a longing for 
mercy, for that sin once committed, the soul becomes 
hardened^ dead, and seared, and never desiretli after- 
wards to find peace with God* I therefore declare to 
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thee, 0 trembling sinner, that however great thine 
iniquity may be, whatever sin thou mayest have com- 
mitted in all the list of guilt, however far thou mayest 
have exceeded all thy fellow-creatures, though thou 
mayest have distanced the Pauls and Magdalens and 
every one of the most heinous culprits in the black 
race of sin, yet the blood of Christ is able now to wash 
thy sin away, Mark ! I speak not lightly of thy sin, 
it is exceeding great; but I speak still more loftily of 
the blood of Christ. Great as is thy sins, the blood of 
Christ is greater still. Thy sins are like great moun- 
tains, but the blood of Christ is like Noah’s flood: 
twenty cubits upwards shall this blood prevail, and the 
top of the mountains of thy sin shall be covered. ■ 




Y OU often talk about the insinuations of the devil ; 

I frequently hear you bemoaning yourselves be- 
cause you have been attacked by Apollyon, and have 
had a hard struggle with Beelzebub; you have found 
it liard to resist the desperate thrusts which he has made 
against you; and you are always talking about him. 
Allow me to remind you that there is another side of 
that question, for if evil spirits assault us, doubtless 
good spirits guard us; and if Satan can cast us down ; 
doubtless it is true God giveth his angels charge over 
us to keep us in all our ways, and they shall bear us up 
in their hands, lest at any time we dash our feet against 
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a stone. It is my firm belief that angels are often em- 
ployed by God to throw into the hearts of liis people 
comforting thoughts. There are many sweet thoughts 
which we have by the way, when w e sit dowm, and 
wdien we rise up, which we scarcely dare attribute im- 
mediately to the Holy Ghost, but which are still beau- 
tiful and calm, lovely and fair, and consoling; and we 
attribute them to the ministry of angels. Angels came 
and ministered unto Jesus, and I doubt not that they 
minister unto us. Few of us have enough belief in the 
existence of spirits. I like that saying of Milton’s, 
Millions of spiritual creatures walk this earth, both 
when we sleep and when we w^ake.” And if our minds 
were opened, if our ears w^ere attentive, we might hold 
fellowship with spirits that flit through the air every 
moment. Around the death-bed of saints angels hover ; 
by the side of every struggling \varrior for Christ, the 
angels stand. In the day of battle, we hear, in the air, 
the neighing of their steeds. Hark ! how softly do they 
ride to help the elect of God, while in the stern con- 
flict for the right and for the truth ; when they w^ould 
have been cast down, some angel whispers, Courage, 
brother, courage ! I would I could stand by thy side, 
Sioulder to shoulder, and foot to foot, to ficrht %e 
battle, but I must not; it is left for men. Courao'e, 
then, brother, because angels watch over thee !” It is 
a good wish of ours, when we say at eventide, “ Peace 
be to thee, beloved! good angels guard thee! may they 
spread their wings o’er thee, and stand around thy bed ! ” 
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Jiiit it is more than a wish, it is a reality. Do ye not 
know it is written The angel of the Lord encampetli 
round them that fear liiin ?” Are they not all minis- 
tering spirits, sent forth to minister unto them who are 
lieirs of salvation.’’ Full oft the bright winged seraph 
flaps his wing to earth, to comfort some desponding 
heart. Full oft the cherub, ceasing for a moment his 
mighty song to go on errands of love, descends, as 
Gabriel did of old, to cheer the heart of many a strug- 
gling man, and to stand by the side of those who are in 
conflict for God and for his truth. 


S MALL tradesmen may take coppers over the counter 
without much examination ; but when it comes to 
g’old, they will ring it well, for they could not afford to 
lose a sovereign out of their little gains ; and if it comes 
to a five pound note, there is an anxious holding it up 
to the window to see if the water mark be there, and 
whether all be correct, for it might be ruin to the man 
ifhe lost a sum to him so large. Ah I but, merchants 
and tradesmen, if ye be deceived in the matter of your 
otni souls, ye are deceived indeed. Look well to tie 
title deeds of your estate; look well to your life 
policies, and to all the business that you do; but, 
remember, all the gold and silver you have, are hut as 
the rack and scum of the furnace, compared with the 
matter now in hand. It your soul, your own soul, 
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your never dying soul? Will you risk that? In 
times of panic, men will scarcely trust their fellows ; I 
^voiild to God there was a panic this day, so that no 
man would trust himself. Ye may trust your fellows 
far more safely than ye may trust yourselves. Will ye 
think, men and brethren, Avhat your soul is? ‘^"The 
life is more than meat, and the body than raiment 
but the soul is as much more to be accounted of than 
the body, as the body is more important than the 
raiment. Here are my clothes: let me be robbed o\ 
my garments ; if my body be secure, what signifies it ? 
And as for my body, what is it, after all, hut the rag 
that enshrines and covers my soul ? Let that he sick, 
let that become like a worn-out vesture, I can afford to 
lose my body; but, 0 God, I cannot afford to have my 
soul cast into hell. What a frightful hazard is that 
'which you and I are running, if 'we do not examine 
ourselves ! It is an everlasting hazard ; it is a hazard 
of heaven or of hell, of God’s eternal favour, or of liis 
everlasting curse. 


H OW fond our Master was of the sweet title, flie 
“Son of Man!” If he had chosen, he might 
always have spoken of himself as the Son of God, the 
Everlasting Father, the Wonderful, the Counsellor, 
the Prince of Peace. He hath a thousand gorgeous 
titles, resplendent as the throne of heaven; hut he 
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careth not to use them : to express his humility and let 
us see the lowliness of him whose yoke is easy and 
whose burden is light, he calls not himself the Son of 
God, but he speaks of himself evermore as the Son of 
Man who came down from heaven. Let us learn a 
lesson of humility from our Saviour; let us never 
court great titles nor proud degrees. What are they, 
after all, but beggarly distinctions whereby one worm 
is known from another? He that hath the most of 
them is a worm still, and is in nature no greater than 
his fellows. If Jesus called himself the Son of Man, 
when he had for greater names, let us learn to humble 
ourselves unto men of low estate, knowing that he 
that humbleth himself shall in due time be exalted. 


-O-Cj'-^'O©— 


riTlIE time is coming when that word losV^ will have 
a more frightful meaning to you, than it has to- 
day, In a few m'ore months, some of you, my hearers, 
will hear the great bell of eternity tolling forth that 
awful word — lost, lost, lost ! The great St. Sepulchre’s 
of hell will toll out your doom — lost, lost, lost! and 
through the shades of eternal misery this shall for eveii 
assail your ear, that you ai'O lost for ever. But if that 
bell is ringing in your ear to-day, that you ai^e lost, oh! 
be of good cheer ; it is a good thing to be so lost ; it is 
a happy thing to be lost to self, and lost to pride, and 
lost to carnal hope. Christ will save you. Believe 
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tliat. Look to him as lie luiiigs upon Ills cross. One 
look sliall give you comfort. Turn your weeping eyes 
to liim as he bleeds there in niisery. He can, he will 
save you. Believe on him, for he tluit believeth and 
is baptized, shall be saved.” 


H OW many sinners every year are driven away from 
all thought of religion by the inconsistency of 
pi^ofessors! And have you ever noticed how the world 
always delights to chronicle the inconsistency of a 
professor? I saw only yesterday an account in the 
paper of a wretch who had committed lust, and it wa.s 
said that he had a very sanctified appearance.”. Ay 
1 thought, that is the way the press always likes to 
speak : but I very much question whether there are 
many editors wlio know wliat a sanctified appearance 
means! at least tliey will have to look a long time 
among tlieir own class before they find many that have 
any excess of sanctification. However, the reporter put 
it down, that the man had a sanctified appearance;” 
and of course it was intended as a fling against all those 
who make a profession of religion, by making others 
believe that this man was a professor too. And really 
the world has had some grave cause for it, for we have 
seen professing Christians in these days who are an 
utter disgrace to Christianity, and there are things done 
in the name of Jesus Christ which it would be a shame 
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to do in the name of Beelzebub. There are things 
done, too, by those who are accounted members of the 
cluirch of our Lord Jesus, so shameful, that, metliinks, 
Pandemonium itself would scarcely own them. Tlie 
world has had much cause to complain of the church. 
0 children of God be careful. The world has a lynx 
eye: it will see your faults, it will be impossible to 
hide them; and it will magnify your faults, making 
much of little, and of much a boundless mass. It wdll 
slander you if you have no open faults; give it, at least, 
no ground to woi-kupon; ^^let your garments be always 
wdiitc walk in the fear of the Lord, and let this be 
your daily prayer, Hold thou me up, and I shall be 
safe.” 


-><k>><Ko 


E vils aUvays hunt in couples ; sins always run in a 
leash. It is a marvellous thing that there are 
always to he found two evils side by side. We have 
said sometimes, extremes are dangerous, and for this 
reason — that one evil has its opposite, which is equally 
a hurtful thing. Take this : there is a haughty pride 
which laughs at the rod ; on the other hand there is a 
foolish faintness, which faints under it. I have found 
through life that there is always a Scylla and a Cha- 
ryhdis ; a rock on the one side and a whirlpool on the 
other, between which it is necessary though difficult to 
steer. On the one hand we are tempted to feel that 
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we can do sometliing, and to trust in our works; and 
if we try to slum that, we rim into sloth and leave 
off doing anything. At times we get proud of what 
we have accomplished; and in seeking to avoid that, 
wc become despairing and desponding. Tlierc arc 
always two evils on the opposite side of one another. 
The way of righteousness is a diflicult pass between 
two great mountains of error; and the great secret of 
the Christian life is to wind our way along the narrow 
valley. 


I T is possible to stand exposed to the utmost degree 
of danger, and yet to ieel such a holy serenity that 
we can laugh at fear. Too great, too mighty, too pow- 
erful through God to stoop for one moment to the 
cowardice of trembling, ^^wo know whom wc have 
believed, and we are persuaded that ho is able to keep 
that which we have committed unto him.” When 
houseless men wander, when poor distressed spirits, 
beaten by the storm, find no refuge, wo enter into God, 
and shutting behind us the door of faith, we say, 
^^‘Howl, ye winds, blow ye tempests, roar ye wild 
beasts, come on ye robbers I 

‘lie that hath made his refuge God, 

Shall find a most secure abode j 
‘ Shnll walk all day beneath hia slmdo, 

Aud there at night shall rest his head.* * 


SPURGEOX’S GEMS, 


319 


A CERTAIIST merchant -wishes that he were as rich 
as in former times. He was wont to send his 
ships across the seas to the gold country to bring him 
home cargoes of treasure ; but ne’er a ship has been out 
of port lately, and therefore can he wonder that he has 
had no increase to his riches? So when a man prayetb, 
he sends a ship to heaven, and it comes back laden 
with gold but if he leaves off supplication, then his 
ship is weather-bound, and stays at home, and no 
wonder that he cometh to be a poor man. 


W HEN I was but a youth, the smallest boy almost 
that ever joined a church, I thought that every 
body believed what he said, and when I heard, the 
minister say brother,” I thought I must really be 
his brother, for I was admitted into the church. I once 
sat near a gentleman at the Lord’s supper, and we 
received the bread and wine together ; he thus prac- 
tically called me Brother,” and as I thought he 
meant it, I afterwards acted upon it. I had no 
friend in the town of Cambridge, where I was; 
and one day when walking out, I saw this same 
gentleman, and I said to myself, Well now, he called 
me brother ; I know he is a great deal better off than I 
am, but I don’t care for that ; I will go and speak to 
him,” So I went and said, "" How do you do, brother ?” 
I have not the pleasure of knowing you,” was his 
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reply. I said, saw you at the Lord’s table last 
Sabbath day, sir, and we arc therefore brethrrau'^ 
“’There now,” said he, ^^it is worth while seeing some 
one who acts with smccrity in these times ; come in 
with me.” And we have been the nearest and 
dearest bosom friends ver since, just beca.use lui saw 
1 took him at his word, and believed that he meant 
what he said. But now-a-days profession lias becamie 
a pretence and a sham; people sit down in the clmreh 
togethei', as though tlicy were brethren, the minister 
calls you brother, but he will not speak to you, or own 
you as snch, his peo|)le are his brethren, no doul)t, 
but then it is in such a mysterious sense, that you will 
have to read some German tlieologian in order to com- 
prehend it. That person is your very dear brother,” 
or ^^your very dear sister,” but if you arc in distress, 
go to them and see if they will assist you. 1 do not 
believe in such a religion as this. 


B eloved, the angels sing over sinners that repent, 
because they know what that poor sinner has 
escaped. You and I can never imagine all the depths 
of hell. Shut out from xisby a black veil of darkness, 
we cannot tell the horrors of that dismal dungeon of 
lost souls. Happily, the wailings of the damned have 
never startled us, for a thousand tempests were but a 
maiden’s whisper, compared with one wail of a damned 
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spirit. It is not possible for ns to see the tortures of 
those souls who dwell eternally within an anguish that 
knows no alleviation. These eyes would become sight- 
less balls of darkness^ if they were permitted for an 
instant to look into that ghastly shrine of torment. 
Hell is horrible^ for we may say of it^ eye hath not 
seen^ nor ear heard, neither hath it entered into the 
heart of man to conceive the horrors which God hath 
prepared for them that hate him. But the angels know 
better than you or I could guess. They know it i not 
that they have felt it, but they remember that day 
when Satan and his angels rebelled against God. They 
remember the day when the third part of the stars of 
heaven revolted against their liege Lord; and they 
have not forgotten how the red right hand of Jehovah- 
Jesiis was wrapt in thunder; they do not forget that 
breach in the battlements of heaven when, down from 
the greatest heights to the lowest depths, Lucifer and 
his hosts were huided ; they have never forgotten how 
with sound of trumpet, they pursued the flying foe 
down to the gulphs of black despair; and, as they 
neared that place where the great serpent is to be 
bound in chains, they remember how they saw Tophet, 
which ■was prepared of old, the pile whereof is wood 
and much smoke ; and they recollect how, wdien they 
winged back their flight, every tongue was silent, 
although they might well have shouted the praise of 
Inrn who conquered Lucifer; but on them all there diet 
sit a solemn awe of One who could smite a cherubim, 
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and cast liim in hopeless bonds of everlasting despair. 
They knew wliat hell was, for they had looked within 
its jaws, and seen their own brotliers, fast enclosed 
within them; and, therefore, when they see a sinner 
saved, they rejoice, because there is one less to be food 
for the never-dying worm — one more soul escaped out 
of the mouth of the lion. 


O H ye mourners! seek ye a balm for your wounds? 

Let me proclaim it to you. Yo are not ignorant 
of it, I trust; but let me apply that in winch you 
already jilace your confidence. Tlio God of lieaveu 
knows your sorrows, repair you to his throne, and tell 
your simple tale of woe. Then cast your harden on 
/iim, he will bear it. Open your heart before 
be will lieal it. Think not that you are beyond 
hope. You would be if there wei'C no God of love and 
pity ; but while Jehovah lives, the mourner need not 
despair. 


B eloved, it seems a sad thing that every day 
must die and bo followed by a night- When we 
have seen the hills clad with verdure to their summit, 
and the seas laving their base with a silver glory; 
when we have stretched our eye far away, and have 
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seen the •widening prospect full of loveliness and 
beauty, we have felt sad that the sunlight should ever 
set upon such a scene, and that so much beauty should 
be shrouded in the oblivion of darkness. But how 
much reason have we to bless God for nights ! for if it 
were not for nights how much of beauty never would 
be discovered. Never should I have considered the 
heavens, the work of thy fingers, O my God, if thou 
hadst not first covered the sun with a thick mantle of 
darkness; the moon and the stars, which thou hast 
ordained, had never been bi'ight in mine eyes, if thou 
hadst not hidden the light of the sun and bid him. re- 
tire within the cxirtains of the west. Night seems to be 
the great friend of the stars : they must be all unseen 
by eyes of men, were they not set in the foil of dark- 
ness. It is even so with winter. We might feel sad, 
that all the flowers of summer must die, and all the 
fruits of autumn must be gathered into their store- 
house, that every tree must be stripped, and that all the 
fields must lose their fair flowers. But were it not for 
winter we should never see the glistening crystals of 
the snow; nor should we behold the beauteous fes- 
toons of the icicles that hang from the eaves. Many of 
God’s marvellous miracles of hoar frost must have been 
hidden from us, if it had not been for the cold chill of 
winter, wdiich, when it robs us of one beauty, gives 
us another, — when it takes away the emerald of ver- 
dure, it gives us the diamond of ice — when it casts from 
us the bright rubies of the flowers, it gives us the fair^ 
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wliite ermine of snow. Well now, translate those illas- 
trations, and you will see why it is that even our sin, our 
lost and ruined estate, has been made the means, in the 
hand of God, of manifesting to us the excellencies of 
his character, and you will also perceive the reason why 
our sorrows are such great blessings. My dear friends, 
if you and I had been without trouble, we never could 
have had such a promise as this given to us: — As 
thy days, so shall thy strength be.” It is our weak- 
ness that has made room for God to give us such a 
promise as this. Our sins make room for a Saviour ; 
our frailties make room for the Holy Spirit to correct 
them; all our wanderings make room for the good 
Shepherd, that he may seek us and bring us back. We 
do not love nights, but we do love stars ; we do not 
love weakness, but we do bless God for the promise 
that is to sustain us in our weakness; we do not 
admire winter, but we do admire the glittering snow ; 
we must shudder at our own trembling weakness, but 
we still do bless God that we are weak because it 
makes room for the display of his own invincible 
strengtlu 


L et me tell you the story of my own wonderment at 
Christ, and in telling it, I shall be telling the 
experience of all God’s children. There was a time 
when I wondered not at Christ. I heard of his 
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beauties, but I had never seen them ; I heard of his 
power, but it was nought to me ; it was but news of 
sometliing done in a far country — I had no connection 
witli it, and, therefore, I observed it not. But once 
upon a time, there came one to my house of a black 
and terrible aspect. He smote the door ; I tried to 
bolt it — to hold it fast. He smote again and again, till 
at last he entered, and with a rough voice he summoned 
me before him ; and he said, I have a message from 
God for thee ; thou art condemned on account of thy 
sins.” I looked at him with astonishment ; I asked him 
his name. He said, “My name is the Law;” and I 
fell at his feet as one that was dead. “ I was alive 
without the law once; but when the commandment 
came, sin revived, and I died.” As I lay there, he 
smote me. He smote me till every rib seemed as if it 
must bi'eak, and the bowels be poured forth. My heart 
was melted like wax within me; I seemed to be 
stretched upon a rack — to be pinched with hot irons — 
to be beaten wdth whips of burning wire. A misery 
extreme dwelt and reigned in my heart. I dared not 
lift Tip mine eyes, but I thought within myself, “There 
may be hope, there may be mercy for me. Perhaps 
the God whom I have offended may accept my tears 
and my promises of amendment, and I may live.” But 
when that thought crossed me, heavier were the blows 
and more poignant my sufferings than before, till hope 
entirely failed me, and I had nought wherein to trust. 
Darkness black and dense gathered round me; 1 heard 
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a voice, as it were, of rusliing to and fro, and of 
wailing and gnashing of teeth. I said within mj sonl, 
I am cast out from his sight, I am utterly abhorred 
of God, he hath trampled me in the mire of the streets 
ill his anger.” And there came one by, of sorrowful 
but of loving aspect, and he stooped over me, and he 
said, Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the 
dead, and Christ shall give thee light.” I arose in 
astonishment, and he took me, and he led me to a place 
where stood a cross, and he seemed to vanish from my 
sight. But he appeared again hanging there. I looked 
upon him as he bled upon that tree. His eyes darted 
a glance of love unutterable into my spirit, and in 
a moment, looking at him, the bruises that my soul had 
suffered were healed; the gaping wounds were cured ; 
the broken bones rejoiced; the rags that had covered 
me were all removed ; my spirit was as white as the 
spotless snows of the far-off north; I had melody 
within my spirit, for I was saved, washed, cleansed, 
forgiven through him that did hang upon the tree. Oh, 
how I wondered that I should be pardoned ! It was 
not the pardon that I wondered at so much ; the wonder 
was that it should come to me. I wondered that he 
should be able to pardon such sins as mine, such crimes, 
so numerous and so black, and that after such an ac- 
cusiug conscience he should have power to still every 
wave within my spirit, and make my soul like the 
surface of a river, undisturbed, quiet, and at ease. 
Wonderful ind^d his name then was to my spirit. 
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O H ! it is a tlieme for eternal gratitude, that the same 
God who in his loftiness and omnipotence stooped 
do\yn in olden times to soothe, cherish, relieve, and 
bless the mourner, is even now taking his journeys of 
mercy among the penitent sons of men. Oh ! I beseech 
liim to come where thou art sitting, and put his hand 
inside thy soul, and, if he fxuds there a broken heart, 
to bind it up. Poor sinner, breathe thy wish to him, 
let thy sigh come before him, for, ^^He healeth the 
broken in heart.” There thou liest wounded on the 
plain. “Is there no physician?” thou criest: “Is 
there none?” Around thee lie thy fellow-sufferers, 
but they are as helpless as thyself. Thy mournful cry 
Cometh back without an answer, and space alone hears 
thy groan. Ah! the battle-field of sin has one kind 
visitor ; it is not abandoned to the vultures of remorse 
and despam. I hear footsteps approaching : they are 
the .gentle footsteps of Jehovah. With a heart full of 
mercy he is hasting to his repenting child. In his 
liands there are no thunders, in his eyes no anger, on 
his lips no threatening. See how he bows himself over 
the mangled heart ! Hear how he speaks ! “ Come 

now and let us reason together, saith the Lord : though 
your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow ; 
though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.” 
And if the patient dreads to look in the face of the 
Mighty Being who addresses him, the same loving 
mouth whispers, “ I, even I, am he that blotteth out 
thy transgressions, for mine own sake.” See how he 
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washes every wound with sacred water from the side 
of Jesus ; mark how he spreads the ointment of for- 
giving grace^ and hinds around each wound the fair 
white linen^ -which is the righteousness of saints. Doth 
the mourner faint under the operation? he puts a 
cordial to his lips, exclaiming, I have loved thee with 
an everlasting love.” Yes, it is true — most true — 
neither dream nor fiction, He healeth the broken in 
heart, and bindeth up their wounds.” 


T rouble exercises our graces, and the very exer- 
cise of our graces tends to make us more comfort- 
able and happy. Where showers fall most, there the 
grass is greenest. 1 suppose the fogs and mists of Ire- 
land make it the Emerald Isle ; ” and wherever you 
find great fogs of trouble, and mists of sorrow, you 
always find emerald green hearts — full of the beautiful 
verdure of the comfort and love of God. O Christian,, 
do not thou be saying, Where are swallows gone ? — 
they are gone, they are dead.” They are not dead : 
they have skimmed the purple sea, and gone to a far- 
off land, but they will be back again by-and-bye.. 
Child of God, say not the flowers are dead ; say not 
the winter hath killed them, and they are gone. Ah ! 
no ; though winter hath coated them wdth the ermine 
of its snow, they will put up their heads again, and will 
be alive again very soon. Say not, child of God, that 
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the sun is quenched because the cloud hath hidden it 
All ! no : he is behind there^ brewing summer up for 
thee ; for when he cometh out again^ he will have made 
the clouds fit to drop in April showers^ all of them 
mothers of the sweet May flowei’s. And oh ! above all 
when thy God hides his face, say not that he has for- 
gotten thee. He is but tarrying a little while to make 
thee love him better ; and when he cometh, thou shalt 
have joy in the Lord, and shalt rejoice with joy un- 
speakable. Waiting, exercises our grace; waiting tries 
our faith ; therefore, wait on in hope ; for though the 
promise tarry, it can never come too late. 

i^rpHE sufferings of Christ aboxcnd in Here are 
sorrows to be expected. Before we buckle on 
the Christian armour we ought to know what that ser- 
vice is which is expected of us. A recruiting serjeant 
often slips a shilling into the hand of some ignorant 
youth, and tells him that Her Majesty’s service is a 
fine thing, that he has nothing to do but walk about in 
his flaming colours, that he will have no hard service, 
in fact, that he has nothing to do but to be a soldier, 
and go straight on to glory. But the Christian serjeant 
when he enlists a soldier of the cross, never deceives 
liim like that. Jesus Christ himself said, Count the 
cost.” He wished to have no disciple who was not 
prepared to go all the way — to bear hardness as a 
good soldier.” I have sometimes heard religion des- 
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cribed in such a way, that its high colouring has 
displeased me. It is true, ^‘^Her ways are ways of 
pleasantness ; ” but it is not true that a Christian never 
has sorrow or trouble. It is true that light-eyed cheer- 
iulness, and airy-footed love, can go through the world 
without much depression and tribulation : but it is not 
true that Christianity will shield a man from trouble : 
nor ought it to be so represented. In fact, we ought 
to speak of it in the other way. Soldier of Christ, if 
thou enlistest, thou wilt have to do hard battle. There 
is no bed of dowm for thee ; there is no riding to heaven 
in a chariot ; the rough way must be trodden ; moun- 
tains must be climbed, rivers must be forded, dragons 
must be fought, giants must be slain, difficulties must 
be overcome, and great trials must be borne. It is not 
a smooth road to heaven, believe me ; for those wlio 
have gone but a very few steps therein have found it 
to be a rough one. It is a pleasant one ; it is the most 
delightful in all the world ; but it is not easy in itself, 
it is only pleasant because of the company, because of 
the sweet promises on which w^e lean, because of our 
Beloved who walks with us through all the rough 
and thorny brakes of this vast wilderness. Christian, 
expect trouble : Count it not strange concerning the 
fiery trial, and as though some strange thing had hap- 
pened unto thee : ” for as truly as thou art a child of 
God thy Saviour hath left thee for his legacy — In 
the world ye shall have tribulation : in me ye shall 
have 
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4 k i BRUISED 7^eed shall he not hreah, and smolcmg 
XjL shall he not quenchJ^ The two things here 
mentioned are offensive things. A bruised reed is 
offensive, for I believe there is an allusion here to the 
pipes of Pan, which you all know are reeds put together 
along which a man moves his mouth, thus causing some 
kind of music. This is the organ I believe, which 
Jubal invented, and which David mentions; for it is 
certain that the organ we use was not then in use. The 
bruised reed, theiij would of course spoil the melody of 
all the pipes ; one unsound tube would so let the air 
out as to produce a discordant sound, or no sound at 
all, so that one’s impulse would be to take the pipe out 
and put in a fresh one. And as for smoking flax, the 
wick of a candle or anything of that kind, I need not 
inform you, that the smoke is offensive. To me, no 
odour in all the world is so abominably offensive as 
smoking flax. But some say, How can you speak in 
so low a style ? ” I have not gone lower than I could 
go myself, nor lower than you can go with me; for I 
am sure you are, if God the Holy Ghost has really 
humbled you, just as offensive to your own souls, and 
just as offensive to God, as a bruised reed would be 
among the pipes, or as smoking flax to the eyes and 
nose. I often think of dear old John Bunyan, when 
he said he wished God had made him a toad, or a frog, 
or a snake, or anything better than a man, for he felt 
he wuis so offensive. Oh I I can conceive of a nest of 
vipers, and I think they are obnoxious; I can ima- 
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oine a pool of all kinds of loathsome creatures^ treading 
corruption ; but there is nothing one half so worthy of 
abhorrence as the human heart. God spares from all 
eyes but his own, that awful sight — a human heart. 
Could you and I but once see our heart, we should be 
driven mad, so horrible would be the sight. Do you 
feel like that ? Do you feel that you must be offensive 
in God’s sight — ^that you have so rebelled against him, 
so turned away from his commandments, that surely 
you must be obnoxious to him? If so, my text is 
yours. 

D id you ever notice the intolerence of God’s religion? 

In olden times, the heathen, who had different 
gods, all of them respected the gods of their neighbours, 
Tor instance, the king of Egypt would confess that the 
gods of Nineveh were true and real gods, and the prince 
of Babylon would acknowledge that the gods of the 
Philistines were true and real gods; but Jehovah, the 
God of Israel, put this as one of his first command- 
ments, ^^Thou shalt have none other gods besides me;” 
and he would not allow them to pay the slightest 
possible respect to the gods of any other nation: 
‘‘ Thou shalt hew them in pieces, thou shalt break down 
their temples, and cut down their groves.” All other 
nations were tolerant, the one to the other, but the Jew 
could not be so. One part of his religion was, Hear, 
0 Israel, the Lord thy God is one God ; ” and as the 
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consequence of his belief that there was but one God^ 
and that that one God was Jehovah, he felt it his 
bounden duty to call all pretended gods by nicknames, 
to spit upon them, to treat them with contumely and 
contempt. Now, the Christian religion, you observe, 
is just as intolerant as this. If you apply to a Brahmin 
to know the way of salvation, he will very likely tell 
you at once, that all persons who follow out their 
sincere religious convictions will undoubtedly be saved. 

Here,” says he, are the Mohammedans ; if they 
obey Mohammed, and sincerely believe what he has 
taught, without doubt, Alla will glorify them at last.” 
And the Brahmin turns round upon the Christian 
missionary, and says, “ What is the use of your 
bringing your Christianity here to disturb us? I tell 
you our religion is quite capable of carrying us to 
heaven, if we are faithful to it” Now, just hear how 
intolerant is the Christian religion ! Neither is there 
salvation in any other.” The Brahmin may admit 
that there is salvation in fifty religions besides his own ; 
but we admit no such thing. There is no true salvation 
out of Jesus Christ The gods of the heathens may 
approach us with their mock charity, and tell us that 
every man may follow out his own conscientious con- 
viction and be saved. We reply — No such thing: 
there is no salvation in any other ; for there is none 
other name under heaven given among men, whereby 
wo must be saved.” It would be improper in any man, 
who had invented a creed of his own, to state that all 
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others must be damned ^vIlo do not believe it ; that 
•NVOTild be an overweening censorionsness and bigotry^ 
at which we might afford to smile; but since tliis 
religion of Christ is revealed from heaven itself, God, 
who is the author of all truth, hath a right to a[)[)end 
to this truth the dreadful condition, that whoso re jecteth 
it shall perish without mercy; and in proclaiming that, 
apart from Christ, no man can be saved. We arc not 
really intolerant, for we are but echoing the words of 
him that speaketh from heaven, and who declares, that 
cursed is the man who rc^jects this religion of Christ, 
seeing that there is no salvation ont of him. ^^JTeithcr 
is there salvation, ixx any other ; for there is none other 
name txnder heaven, given among men, whereby wo 
must be saved.’^ 

G OD’S people are always safe. ^^All the saints are 
in his hand;” and the hand of God is a place of 
safety, as well as a place of honour. Nothing can hurt 
the man who has made his refuge God. Thou hast 
given commandment to save me,” said David; and 
every believing child of God may say the same. 
Plague, famine, war, tempest, — all these have received 
commandment of God to save his people. Though the 
earth should rock beneath the feet of man, yet the 
Christian may stand fast, and though the heavens 
should be rolled up, and the firmament should pass 
away like a scroll that is burned by fervent heat, yet 
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need not a Christian fear ; God’s people shall be saved 
if they cannot be saved under the heavens, they shall 
be saved in the heavens ; if there be no safety for them 
in the time of trouble upon this solid earth, they shall 
be caught up together with the Lord in the air, and 
so shall they be ever with the Lord,” and ever safe. 
But, beloved, while this is always true, that God’s 
people are safe, there is another fact that is equally 
true, namely, that God’s people are only safe through 
the hloocL The reason why God spares his people in 
the time of calamity is, because he sees the blood-mark 
on their brow. What is the basis of that great truth, 
that all things work together for good to them that love 
God ? What is the cause that all things so produce 
good to them, but this, that they are bought with the 
precious blood of Christ? Therefore it is that nothing 
can hurt them, because the blood is upon them, and 
every evil thing must pass them by. 

rpHE Israelites obtained their jewels from the 
X Egyptians. God’s people never lose anything 
by going to the liouse of bondage. They win their 
choicest jcAvels from their enemies. Strangely time 
it is, sins do me good,” said an old writer once, be- 
cause they drive me to the Saviour ; and so I get good 
by them.” Ask the humble Christian where he got 
his humility, and ten to one he will say, that ho got it 
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in the furnace of deep sorrow on account of sin. See 
another^ who is tender in conscience : wliere did lie get 
that* jewel from? It came from Egyj)t, as the 
result of some former chastisement. We get more 
hy being in bondage, under conviction of sin, than 
we often do by liberty. That bondage state, inuUu’ 
wliicli thou art now labouring, thou poor way-worn 
child of sorrow, shall he good for thee; for when 
thou comest out of the Egypt of conviction, thou wilt 
win treasures from the Egyptians; thou wilt have 
won pearls from tliy very convictions. Wluit more 
noble preacher to sinners than tTohn iiunyan? And 
who suffered more tlum ho did. For years he 
was doubting and hesitating, sometimes thinking tliut 
Christ would save him, at other times tlnnking that he 
was never one of the elect, and continually l>emoaning 
himself; but he gathered gems wdiilo he was in bon- 
dage that he would never have obtained anywhere eLst‘. 
Who but he could have filled such a casket of jewels 
ixs Pilgrim^ 8 ProgresB^i And, oh! beloved, let ns be 
content to stop a little while in distress ; for the jewels 
that we shall win there will adorn us all our lives long, 
and we shall one night come out of Egypt, not with 
weeping, but with songs and crowms of rcyoicing. We 
shall have ^^the garments of praise for the spirit of 
heaviness;” the sackcloth shall be removed from our 
loins, and the ashes from our head, and we shall march 
forth, decked with ornaments, glittering with gold and 
silver. 
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0 beloved, how much grandeur is there in the 
thought of the multitudes Christ has redeemed with 
his blood. Christ did not die to save a few; ^‘^he shall 
see of the travail of his soul, and shall be abundantly 
satisfied.” ^'By his knowledge shall my righteous 
servant justify many.” multitude, which no man 
can number,” shall stand before the throne of God, and 
of the Lamb. Oh! \vondrous emigration — the emigra- 
tion of myriads of ‘souls from earth to heaven, from 
sin to glory! Let us compare them neither with 
the stars of heaven, nor the dust of the earth, nor 
tlie sand of the sea. ^^Who can count the dust 
of Jacob, and the number of the tourth part 
of Israel?” They lick up the earth like w^ater and 
the land is utterly devoured beiore them. Oh 1 mighty 
God ! how great is that deliverance which bringeth out 
a host of thine elect, more countless than the stars, and 
as innumei'able as the sands upon a thousand shores 1 
All hail to the power which doeth all this I 




Y OU have heard of the haddock having the mark of 
the thumb of Peter on it 1 it is a fiction of course 
but I am sure all the fish which we get out of the sea of* 
providence are marked by Jesus’ fingers. Happy the^ 
lot of that man who receives everything as coming 
from God, and thanks his Father for it all! It makes 
anything sweet, when he knows it comes from heaven, 

z 
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T he Christian’s temporal condition is different to that 
of the worldling; for the worldling looks to 
secondary causes, the Christian looks to heaven; ho 
gets his mercies thence. Read the text : The land, 

whither thou goest in to possess it, is not as the land of 
Egypt, from whence ye came out, where thou sowedst 
thy seed, and wateredst it with thy foot, as a garden of 
herbs.” The land of Egypt has never had any rain 
from heaven ; it has been always watered from earthly 
sources. At a certain season the river Nile overflowed 
its banks, and covered the land ; a stock of water was 
then accumulated in artificial reservoirs, and afterwards 
let out in canals, and allowed to run in little trenches 
through the fields. They had to water it as a garden 
of herbs. All their dependance was on the nether 
springs ; they looked to the river Nile as the source of 
all their plenty, and oven worshipped it. But tlie land 
to which you are coining is not watered from a river; 
"'‘^it drinketh water of the rain of heaven.” Your 
fertility shall not come from such artificial sources as 
canals and trenches ; you shall bo fed from the water 
that descends from the skies I You see how beautifully 
this pictures a worldling and a Christian. I^ook at the 
worldling; what is his dependance? It is all upon the 
water below ; he looks only to the water that flows from 
the river of this world. Who will show us any good?” 
Some x^ely upon what they call chance — (a river, the 
source of which, like the source of the Nile, is never 
known;) and though continually disappointed, they 
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still persevere in trusting to this unknown stream. 
Others, who are more sensible, trust to their hard work 
and honesty ; they look to the source of that river, and 
they trace it to a fountain of human erection, graced 
by a statue of labour. Ah ! that river may yet fail 
you; it may not overflow its banks, and you maybe 
starved. But, 0 Christian, what dost thou rely upon ? 
Thy land drinketh water of the rain of heaven ; ” 
thy mercies come not from the hand of chance ; thy 
daily bread cometh not so much from thy industry as 
from thy heavenly Father’s care; thou seest stamped 
upon every mercy heaven’s own inscription, and every 
blessing comes down to thee perfumed with the oint- 
ment and the spikenard, and the myrrh of the ivory 
palaces, whence God dispenses his bounties. Here is 
the difierence between the assured Christian and the 
mere worldling ; the one trusts to natural causes — the 
other looks through nature up to nature’s God,” and 
secs his mercies as coming down fresh from heaven. 


^^*IJELOVED, now are toe the sons of God.^ That 
J[j is easy to read ; but it is not so easy to feel. 

Now are we the sons of God.” How is it with your 
heart this day? Are you in the lowest depths of 
sorrow and suffering? ^^Now are you the son of God.” 
Does corruption rise within your spirit, and grace seem 
like a poor spark trampled under foot? ^^Beloved, 
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now are you tlie son of God.” Does your faitli almost 
foil yon? and are your graces like a candle well nigli 
blown out by tlie wind? Fear not, beloved; it is not 
your graces, it is not your frames, it is not your 
feelings, on wbicli you are to live: you must live 
simply by naked faith on Clu'ist. Beloved, noio are 
we the sons of God.” With all these things against 
us, with the foot of the devil on our neck, and the 
sword in his hand ready to slay us — beloved now in 
the very depths of our sorrow, wherever we may be — 
as much in the valley as on the mountain, as 
much in the dungeon as in the palace, as much wlien 
broken on the wheel of suftering as when exalted on 
the wings of triumph — beloved, now are we the sons 
of God.” 

A DOG will bite the stone that is thrown at it, but a 
man would resent the injury on the person wlio 
threw the stone. Stupid, foolish, carnal unbelief ciuar- 
rels with the trial ; but faith goes into tlie Court of 
King’s Bench at once, and asks its God, Wherefore 
dost thou contend with me ?” 
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